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▲las !  those  chimes  so  sweetly  pealing 
A  life  on  the  ocean  wave 
All  hail  to  the  t&rtan  . 

Alt’s  well-Duet 

And  home  I  came  merry  at  last . 

And  ye  ihatt  walk  in  Aik  attire. 

At  mom  upon  the  beach  I  stood 
Battle  and  the  breeze,  The  .. 
Beautiful  Venice  • 

Blood- hound,  The 
Boatmen  Dane#,  The  .  * 

Bonnie  breast  knots  . 

Boys  of  Kilkenny.  The 
Brave  old  oak,  Th^ 

Bride’s  farewells  The  .  . 

By  the  sad  sea  • 

Cottage  near  RocheUa  v  - 
Dance  upon  the  lawn,  Tbe  • 

Deep  trtue  sea.  The 
Deep  in  the  forest  dell  .  . 

Down  among  the  dead  men.— Glee 
Dream  is  past,  The 
Drink  to  her  who  tong  . 

RUenBUjh f>nr  .  .  -  • 


Friar  of  orders  gtwr,  The 
Gambler’s  Wife,  Tb*  . 

Hail,  smiling  mom  • 

Mart  than  merry  month  of  May 
Harry  lihwsdr  .... 
Heart  bow’d  down,  The  - 
He  lives  renowned  in  story 
Her  mouth  with  a  smile  •  •  * 

How  shall  I  woo  thee  beautiful  Spring 
How  sweet  In  the  Woodlands  . 

1  cannot  flatter  .  - 

I  dreamt  6f  marble  halls 
I  love  her  as  the  Heaven’s  I  love 
Pam  float,  I’m  afloat  • 

In  happy  moments 
I  passed  the  poor  man’s  door  . 

I’ve  a  lay  for  every  clime 
I  wandered  by  the  brook  side . 

I  would  I  werea  fairy  - 
Ivy  Green,  The  .  .  . 

Jolly,  jolly  owl.  The— Catch  . 

Kate  Kearney  .... 
Kind  Relations  . 

Laud  of  the  West,  The 
Let  us  drink  to  old  friends 
Little  fools  and  great  ones 
London  Curiosities  . 

Love  and  Death 
Love  and  War— Duet 
Lovely  night  ' 

Love  not  . 
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Published  by  Buncombe,  Holborn. 

We  all  have  our  share  of  the  ups  and  the 
downs,  '■  „  v 

Whatever  our  rank  ^  * 

And  he’s  sure  to  get  the  mo«4  •Mw»  a™ 
frowns,  :  .  ;  £ 

Who  depends  on  his  kind  relalHlllfl*  ,  ‘  P 

For  its  all  very  well  once  or  twice  to  drop  ft. 
To  ask  for  a  trifling  favour,  .  ^ 

But  on  the  third  time  they  are  sure  to  begin 
To  construe  it  to  bad  behaviour.  #  f  j 
There’s  your  relations !  kind  relations  * 
There ’s  your  kind  relations  !  > 

I  speak  from  experience,  and  you  ’ll  find. 
Though  often  they’ll  invite  you. 

When  poverty  comes  close  behind,  ] 

How  quickly  then  they ’ll  slight  yon- 

For  its — 4  Clear  the  way— there ’s  a  knock 
at  the  door ;  Y  .  7.  *  f! 

Say  we  ’ve  gone  out  for  a  ride,  John* 

I  know  who  it  is — it’s  that  hungry  boare^r-  ^ 
Don’t  open  the  door  too  wide.  Join  ! 

There’s, your  relations,  * 

My  goods  were  one  day  seized  fin  rent— •  | 

The  broker  took  his  statical  X 
Pale  and  trembling,  off  X,  went  '  ♦« 

To  try  each  kind  relation*.  , 

Some  hemm’d,  some  ha’d,  and  some  looked 

.  *4  •  A" 

With  faces  of  grief  and  sorrow  j,  ; . 

3fy  twin  brother  said  he  hndmnde»in,Me 
Never  to  lend  or  to  borro*- : :  4  " ‘  ' 

There  *s  your  rdhtfons,  fyt. 

I  thought  in  my  sister  to  find  a  friend. 

But  soon  she  undeceived  me 
By  saying — 4  These  are  not  times  to  lend ; 

I  would,  if  I  could,  relieve  thee.’ 

4  A  trifle,  dear  sister,  would  keep  me  afloat — 
I  shall  sink,  if  you  do  not  ar range  it.’ 

She  said  she’d  not  less  than  a  twnfcty  pound 
note,  .  ,  . 

And  she  could ’nt  find  time  to  change  it. 

There ’s  your  relations,  <yc. 

I  lost  my  goods,  but  found  that  day, 

(Though  'gainst  me  they  had  seem  d  all) 
Death  summon’d  a  rich  old  friend  away, 
Who  left  me  a  tidy  windfall. 

And  then  how  they  altered  from  what  they  d 
just  said  ! 

Their  cant,  it  was  really  provoking,; 

To  hear  them  exclaim,  (as  each  hung  down 
his  head), 

*  Lord,  Tom,  we  were  only  joking  V 

t  There  ’s  your  re^atiopk,  4"C. 

Now,  who  in  the  world  so  Meat  as  me. 

With  so  many  kind  relations  ? 

I’m  asked  to  dinner,  to  suppec,  ^ 

I ’ve  a  hundred  invitations  f 


poverty  spurn, 

■  ***?*!% 


•*.  and  death. 

Hue  by  F.  N.  Crouch,  guns 
w  Mr  t!.  Ballinger  in  Nicholson’s  Tableaux 
vnrans.  Bow-street.  ,  ,  * 

A  truthvny  fabled  story  tells. 

And  shows,  whilst  careless  time  is  rolling, 
How  oft,  instead  of  marriage  bells. 

The  knoll  of  death  for  Love  is  tolling. 

'Tis  said  that  Cupid’s  wayward  dart. 

When  meant  to  strike  the  young  W- 
fire,  #  _  ,  . 

By  some  mistake  oft  sting3  the  heart 
With  death,  instead  of  Love’^  *<***•<, 

A  truth  my  fabled  story  tellVffC. 

Young  Cupid  in  the  eve  of  day,  k/  ;  L  f 
With  Death  in  concert  took  the  road. 

And  journeyed  on  a  dreary  way. 

Afar  from  light  of  man’s  abode.  - 
The  night  came  on,  and,  ere  it  pass’d,  ^  . 

The  silver  moon  o’er  them  wan  weeping  y 
And  demon  Discord,  on  th^Wwfc* 

Saw  Love  and  Death  together  sleeping.  ^ 

A  truth  my  fabled  storyteB*, 

Discord,  the  foe  to  joy  of  life,  '  v 
Blew  o’er  the  pair  with  simoom  breath. 
And,  in  that  hurricane  of  strife, 

He  mixed  the  shafts  of  Love  and  weatn. 
So,  when  the  boy  would  youth  inspire 
•  With  passion  gentle  as  the  dove. 

He  kills;  and  Death's  mistaken  fire 
Makes  aged  mortals  fall  in  love. 

A  truth  my  fabled  story  tells, 

ELLEN  BLIGH. 

Words  by  Hawkins  A.  Dalton,  Esq. 

1 1  Music  by  Wgotl. 

On  Dee’s  romantic  banks  there  Stood  A 
humble  cot. 

*•  Where  maiden  modesty  had  cast  her  peace¬ 
ful  lot  ;  ,  ' 

In  times  long  past  away,  delighted  have  I 

stray’d  _ 

Towards  that  rustic  spot,  embower’d  ’mid 
d  greenwood  shade,  ^  . 

She  greeted  me  witii  smiles,  and  with  that 
falt’ring  tone,  .  .  ’  ‘  1 

n  Which  modestly  reveal’d  tbe  love  she  would 
not  own ;  ,  ,  j  . 

The  rose  was  on  her  cheek,  the  aiamona-AO 
c  her  eye ; 

Oh,  none  could  ere  compare  with  lovely 
Ellen  Bligh  !  ~Vj  i  >" 

Oa  Dee’s  romantic  banks, — it  was  a  morn 
in  May,— 


frm.eecu**.  <*»  \ 


The  birds  were  chirping  blythe,  and  hopped 
from  spray  to  spray ; 

The  river  stole  along,  and  softly  sighed  the 
breeze. 

Which  woo’d  in  gentleness  the  green  leaves 
on  the  tree? : 

When  last  I  saw  my  Nell,  and  press'd  her 
to  my  breast. 

With  rapture  listened  then,  as  she  her  love 
confess’d ; 

The  rose  was  on  her  cheek,  Ac. 

On  Dee’s  romantic  banks  there  is  a  lowly 
mound. 

O’er  which  the  wild  flow’rs  creep  in  loveli¬ 
ness  around  ; 

The  setting  sun  that  gilds  the  quiet  rippling 
wave. 

Beams  with  a  sacred  light  upon  poor  Ellen's 
grave. 

The  cot's  deserted  now,  and  when  the  night 
winds  speak, 

I  often  listen  there,  and  feel  my  heart  would 
break. 

N  o  rose  now  on  her  cheek,  no  diamond  in 
her  eye ; 

Oh,  who  could  once  compare  with  lovely 
Ellen  Bligh ! 

'TIS  SAD  TO  LEAVE  OUR  FATHER 
LAND. 

Written  by  Alfred  Bonn,  Esq.  Composed  by  Mr. 
W.  Balfe.  Published  by  Chappell  A  Co. 

'Tis  sad  te  leave  our  father  land. 

And  friends  we  there  lov'd  well ; 

To  wander  on  a  stranger  strand. 

Where  friends  but  seldom  dwelL 
Y  et  hard  as  are  such  ills  to  bear. 

And  deeply  though  they  smart. 

Their  pangs  are  light  to  those  who  are 
The  orphans  of  the  heart. 

Oh  !  if  there  were  one  gentle  eye. 

To  weep  when  I  might  grieve. 

One  bosom  to  receive  the  sigh 
Which  sorrow  oft  will  heave ; 

One  heart  the  ways  of  life  to  cheer. 
Though  rugged  they  might  be. 

No  language  can  express  how  dear 
That  heart  would  be  to  me. 

THE  WEALTH  OF  THE  COTTAGE 
IS  LOVE. 

A  blessing  unknown  to  ambition  and  pride. 
That  fortune  can  never  abate. 

To  wealth  and  to  splendour,  though  often 
denied. 

Yet  on  poverty  deigns  to  prevail. 

CHORUS. 

That  blessing,  ye  powers,  still  be  it  my  lot. 
The  choicest  best  gift  from  above ; 

Deep  fix'd  in  my  heart,  shall  ne'er  be 
forgot. 

That  the  wealth  of  the  cottage  is  love. 


What’er  my  condition^  why  should  I repine* 
By  poverty  never  depresses  .  v  , 

Exulting  I  feel  what  a  treasure  is  mine,  L 
A  treasure  enshrined  in  my  breast. 

That  blessing,  &e. 

TELL  ME,  MARY,  HOW  TO  WOO 
THEE  !  T<  , 

Wort*  by  3.  Morrison,  Esq.  Music  by 

Sung  at  Nicholson's  Tableaux  VtwaBi.  f 

Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  woo  thee ! 

Teach  my  bosom  to  reveal 
All  its  sorrows  sweet  unto  thee. 

All  the  love  my  heart  can  feel. 

Tell  me,  Margate* 

No,  when  joy  first  brightened  o’er  us^  j  ^  | 
’Twas  not  joy  illum'd  her  ray : 

And  when  sorrow  lies  before  us, 

’Twill  not  chase  her  smiles  away,  * 

Tell  me,  Mmry, 

Like  the  tree,  no  winds  can  sever 
From  the  ivy  round  it  cast ; 

Thus  the  heart  that  loved  thee  ever. 

Loves  thee,  Mary,  to  the  last. 

ROSE  OF  CASHMERE. 

By  the  flower  of  the  valley. 

All  bending  with  dew, —  '*« 

By  the  sweet  water-lily  • 

Of  exquisite  blue,-—  ‘ 

By  the  bright  sky  above  ms, 

All  cloudless  and  dear,  *  *  '  u* 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  -  •  - 

Sweet  Rose  of  Cashmere.  ' 

Young  Bella  of  Paradise, 

Shadow  of  light. 

Sweet  angel  of  brighter  skies,  f' 
Blest  being  bright.  ~  h  L  ~ 

Oh,  rest  thee  or  roam,  ‘  *  *  '  • 

Thou'lt  ever  be  dear,  X 

For  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee,  ’ 

Sweet  Rose  of  Cashmere. 

By  thy  glossy  black  hair. 

And  thy  bright  beaxhing  eye. 

By  the  bloom  on  thy  cheeks. 

Which  the  roses  outvie,— 

By  the  footstep  of  lightness  ' 

That  mocks  the  wild  deer. 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee. 

Sweet  Rose  of  Cashmere. 

tubalcain. 

Words  by  C.  Mackay.  Composed,  and  Sang  by 
Henry  Russell.  Published  in  Davidson's  Musical 
Treasury.  u 

Old  Tubal  Cain  w&aa  man  of  might,  in  the 
days  when  the  earth  was  young; 

By  the  fierce  red’  light  df  bis  furnace  bright 

the  strokes  of  his  hammer  rung ;  1  »  * 
And  he  lifted  high  his  brawny  hand  on  the 
iron,  glowing  clear. 


TiU  the  .p»k>  rush'd  outi hsue»let  rout, »  Th.de.uhep.  of  »«»*>«.  toW«h>» 

A.dhi^C^er^hSIdj'SSk'.bumOh.n.:  for  .hire  .hi™,  b.  thy  otatorios 
.  i  _ _  « *%/]  otvAFii  curls  •  A  •  •  «  . 


Aituuv  onu^  - -  — *  w  mivla 

for  the  spear  and  sword,  cur of  morning,  far  brighter 

Hurra  for  the  hand  that  shall  wield  them  thftn 

a  well  for  he  shall  be  King  and  Lord!  F  How  shall  I  woo,  Ac. 

To  Tubal  Cain  «me  rnany  a  one,  as  he  ^  £  wqo  ^  ^  ^  Spring 

wrought  by  his  roaring  nre,  whence  shall  my  offering  come  ? 

A”^m.h^aou“ftadtel«.  Oh  yj'for  o.oo.  m-ic  5o».h„.he 

And  gave  him  gifts  of  pearis  and  go  ,  To^[[loin  the  depths  of  thy  leafy  ddl  5 

Audrey  s^ng^*  Hurra^for 'rubai Cain, who  Oh,  yes!, for  sweet  music  alone  has  the 

ua  ®^g?u*“e I,  the  fire  !  To’fathom  the  depths  of  thv  leafy  dell. 

Hurr*  for  the  smith !  hurra  Tor  tne  nre  .  xo  k  f  woo  thee,  Ac. 

and  hurra  for  the  metal  true !  _ 


aW  wiTv  hisTo^fffire  W§  **  6  How  shall  I  woo  thee,  beautiful  Spring, 

rrought  by  lus  roaring  nre,  Frmn  whence  shall  my  offering  come  ? 

»«*  o^Tirr1  W  ’  Shall  I  echo  the  birds  J they  joyously  sing, 

s  the  crown  ofnis  own  desire , _  ^va.  thv  flowering  nome  ? 


^  *  VV»»w  *  —  V,  •  ,  „ 

In  the  groves  of  thy  flowering  home  ? 

Oh,  yes !  for  sweet  music  alone  has  me 

_8i*cl1  . 


»UU  UU4»«  - - -  - 

But  a  sudden  change  came  o’er  his  head  ere  MARY  BLANE. 

A»a‘T.S‘c0s«0f»™S«iti.p,iuf.r  u» 

H.^fcflt;ii»8,»dh«.,u»d.  I»dl«b  .  pretty  ,.1-Ilub'dh.,™ 
And*t1I«U£’nd,t™  iri^wilh  tke  blood  they  She  cirne  from  LouuiwM,  »ud  I  mmiober 
And’hf'^' or  At  bS.  w"  lib'd  .0  heppy,  tr~  tour 
Tb,^“dl^oritS»^l»-oio,  BotS'd.'jioCio..  of  ye»,  U-»  -T 
Ao.U.“tio*e"£%dT^i  C.in  »t  Ob, ^do^l..KrJtoyBl.oe !  ooo 

A»dbbto'hoo^,torebOTOtoBmitotheore,wrd  Oh,  two  do  Mary  Blwie!  w*  1 

■.tSKssKSs-a-t-* ,  -  »» »_ 

a  bright  courageous  eye,  .  among  de  cane,  _ » 

And  bareti  his  strong  right  arm  to  work,  De  white  man  come  into  my  house,  and  took 

while  the  quick  flames  mounted  high  :  poor  Mary  Blane.  , 

And  he  sang,  -hurra  for  my  haudywork !  [t  grieb  me  bery  much  to  tink,  no  hope  I 
and  the  red  sparks  lit  the  air,  entertain 

Not  alone  for  the  blsde  was  tbe^right  steel  Of  eb« *  ***  ■*  OWnpO0r 

made,  and  he  fashion'd  the  hrst  plough-  Mary  Blane.  ^  ^  ^  ^ 

And^ng  hurra  for  Tubal  Cain,  our  staunch  When  t°d“¥bin  de  cotton  field’  1  cry  aad 

AndRfwdtbe  p°oi^hshare  and  the  plough,  to  Unto  mybrodw  comrades,  dat,  oh,  soon— 

But whileUoppro^ouhlifteite  head,  a  tyrant  My  poor  wife  gone— I  cannot  lib  amidst  dis 
w  >nM  hp  lord  world  ob  pain,  •  / 

Though  wemay  thank  him  for  the  plough.  But  lay  me  in  de  grabe  to  find  out  my  poor 

we’U  not  forget  the  sword.  Denfarede  wefl,  dear  Mary  Blane,  do  we 

HOW  SHALL  I  WOO  THEE?  - J  - - 


L  xaiv  vav*  " ~*o,  — - - -«r 

HOW  SHALL  I  WOU  l'lUiti,'  are  parted  here  on^rth^- 

P  “ Anon  Mu.tb,  Block..,.  Sung  by  Mr*.  Oh,  fare  de  well,  dear  M*ry  Blane,  we  soon 
Woods*  Nichebon’a  Tableaux  Vivan#, Bow-street.  shall  meet  again.  . 


How  shall  I  woo  thee,  beautiful  Spring, 
What  shall  my  offering  he? 

Shall  I  search  the  abode  of  the  ocean  king. 
And  a  chaplet  of  pearls  bring  to  thee 
Oh,  noi  forthere  ebines  in  thy  clustering 
curls,  .  / 


HAIL,  SMILING 

Music  at  Hawes’ ,  355, 


Hail,  smiling  morn,  that  ti^S  the  Wlto  with 
"W^iose  rosy  fingers  ope  the  gates  Of  dMy,-, 


Who  the  gay  face  of  nature  doth  unfold,  Then  hurrah  for  the  Tartan !  —the  green. 

At  whose  bright  presence  darkness  flies  red.  and  blue,  - 

away.  1  So  pidodly  still  wornb^  the  ((allant  and 

—  :•  .•  1  -  ••true!  '  '■  'r 

ALL  HAIL  TO  THE  TARTAN;  - —  * 

W.  Moncrieff.  Marie  by  Jolly.  BangbjfKT.t).  THE  SMILE  THAT  PLAYS.  i 

b£J°  T"t“  OTeen,r^  *  The  smile  that  pl«s  on  woman’s  cl^. 

So  proudly  still  wpm  by  the  gallant  and  , 

Th«u2!l  nf  Wlandmaviovtoiimo’er  The  feelings  <*  her  breast  • 

The btoftbSK ttobright  days  ™gr 1 im^’ 


of  Voye, 


But  those  who’te  most  relied. 


distaff  was  plied  s  uwuwniBwniwinw, 

When  the  Genius  of  Scotland  appeared  in  There  may,  in  her  uncertain  smile, 

pfidc  *  Some  token  be  of  ^ 

On  a  rainbow  she  came,  for  no  more  howled  Some  impulse  which  may,  for  awhUe, 
fVia  Kiodf  Iq  sortfdw  seek  renef  »■ 


The  battle  m  o’er,  and  the  tempest  was  But  those  who  most  have  watched  the  part 
pass’d.  1  '  ‘  Portray’d  by  hope  or  pride, 

4  Ohimoum  not  my  daughter,’  she  suud,  Knowleast  the  I6ve  ofwomah^she^t,  , 
‘for  the  slain,  Until  thafrheart  b©  tried* 

But  weave  Glory’s  garh  for  the  brave  that  —  /  :  i ;  5* 


remain; 

To  your  web  Heaven’s  rainbow  shall  yield 
its  oWn  dyes — 

Quick  weave  then  the  Tartan,  and  gladden 
all  eyes.’  *  1 

Then  hiirirah  for  the  Tartan!  the  green, 
red,  a*d  blue, 

So  proudly  still  worn  by  the  gallant  and 
true;*:  •  r'  1 

All  hail  to  the  Tartan !— the  green,  red, 

,  and  blue. 

So  proudly  still  Worn  by  the  -  gallant  and 
^trtte!' 

*Twas  done— at  her  word,  soon  to  cheer  and 
delight. 

The  Tartan  with  air  its  rich  hues  charmed 
the  sight; 

Honour  gave  the  gav  Crimson,  while 
Truth  brdiftght  the  Blue, 

Hops  added  hePQr^en — immortality's  hue : 

Combined  mfeWeet  Union,  each  tint  was  dis- 

Truth,  Honour,  and  Hors,— thus  the  Tar¬ 
tan  was  made. 

And  e’er  since  that  time,  brave  in  battle  and 
storm,  ' 

Tho*  the  plaid  of  each  clan  may  change 
fashion  and  form. 

They  bjit  differ  in  semblance— alike  in  their 
hue—  •'  :•  l -*i  vi-  '  ' 

There  still  is  Hope’s  green,  Honour’s  red, 
and  Truth’s  blue.  v : 

Then  hurrah  for  the  Tartan,  the  emblem 

The  gRfry  of  Scotland,  the  pride  of  the 


i  wandered  by  the,  brook 
side.  .  i  ; 

I  wandered  by  the  brook  aide 
I  wandered  by  the  mill, ' 

I  could  not  hear  the  brook,  ' !  < 

The  noisy  wheel  was  atm ; 

There  was  no  burr  of  grasshopbOt, 


I  sat  beneath  the  elmtree, 

I  watched  the  long,  long  shade, 

And  as  it  giew  atill  longer,  > 

I  did  pot  feel  afraid ; 

For  I  listened  fora  foot-fall— 

I  listened  for  a  word. 

But  the  beating  of  mjrowa  heart. 
Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

He  came  not,  ah !  he  came  nut,  /j  < 
The  night  eanie'  on' alone,  .  ‘ 

The  little  stars  sat  one  by  one  ,  > 

Each  oh  his  golden  throne  :  , 

The  evening  air  passed  by  my  cheen 
The  leaves  above  were  ktiri  pd. 
Bat  the  beating  of  iqy  own  liwtri. 
Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

Fast  silent  tews  wire  flowing, 

,  When  somethin'  ~v*wd  behind 
A  hand  was  on  ,ijy  shoulder,  r' 

•  I  knew  its  touch  was  kind ; 

It  drew  me  newer,  nearer,  1  ’v  ' 
We  did  not  speak  One  word,  m 
For  the  beating  nf  our  own  hearts  ‘ 
Was  all  the  eonnd  we  beard.  ' 


1 


L 


6 


I  .  ...  <>b  h»Wfl  >t*J  *d**<W 

,aoo»ii  v..t—  _ _  ,,  They, ^ur*  charity  b*U«r^'  >dw  iK 

tBl.  ,„«£*  HARPY  M<NWgM*qbfc  , For  chanty  has  many  grnees :  ,-/»>  r 

•W  by  Mr'  H^bl“lp^.^ii>he*  ^ <Cf>mer  *  ThTMy Jfehiag  td-fefaPft  their  fcWcdt  fafcda. 

In  happy npom.atej  d.j5 for fiay,  T  •" 

For  husbands  jus?w0W  arehtp*#*  ‘;l 

Hava^l»oWieirahf>aeriot,^  t  •* 


"»s 


%WS, 


lime  s  jwem^  g^s  ; 

Yet  hopes  we  u^m  bright  t^deem, 

Whose  pure^and  whose  unfading  beam 
is  d^ar.tb&jtajnau. ,,'■. 

Though  anxious  eyes  upon  us  ga re 
And  hearts  with  fondness  heat. 

Whose  smile  upon  paefo  feature  plays 
With  trut^f^L^s, replete ;  -.v>  •," 

Some  thoughts  nous  others  can  replace. 
Remembrance  will  recall ;  , 

Which,  in  the  flight  of  yearn  we  trace. 
Is  dearer  than  them  all.  ’ 


lacked  up  .  by  Uje  flunkies  ?, 
*  placed  on  Short  diet  "  . 
like  so  manytaonkeys.  “1‘ 


Because  they  ate  placed  on  Short  tw 
They  chatter  like  so  many  tmmta 
’Twas  proposed  by  one,  it  was  said;1 

(W4l  «rersed  ia  (ewiinfale%  profiei 
The  flour  that  was  meaStwtbbw 
fie  need  to  supply  the  deficiency. 


( we  trace. 


pie  are  dying  "Awn  warn 


d  the  rich, seem  to^very 


Sfi$2^v/ 

Btttft,  &C. 

\..s-  w j>  r.\  * 


CURIOSITIES. 

Tune-r*  Drops  of  Bratufjf/  •* 
Words  by  Hawkins  A.  Dalton,  Esq.  Sui 
great  applause  by  Mr.  Mulling  at  the 
Concerto.  J .  ■  l  >  ^  ' 

Now  hearken  ye  gents  and  ye  maids. 
I’ll  tell  you  a  wonderful  ditty,  ,  * 
Of  all  sorts;  and  sexes,  and  grades9 

i  1: _ 11  •  _  1  V  •  * _ v’ _ : _ _  -x— 


*Tis  M 


e  She  devE 


1  claun  th^n  you^fee^^j 


if**— 

robation.  / 


~  Though  it  cost  fyut  a  fifty  $r  | 


'  OT^CMisuiS  so^ble,-^evoiUu 
Who  wish  that  the  [pope  ttoy  pwldget  i 
In  their  claws,  they  ;d  pull  hip  ©yes 

At  Tatteri&lPs  there  is  a  storm,  , 

And  uiany  o^soarrowf^%uw 


The  first  thing  folks  think  of  is  dress,— 
Y ou  always  must  foHow  the  fashion  ;1 
An  old  garment  scents of distress, — 

The  thought  puts  me  half  m  a  passion. 
Your  hat  must  be  narrow  hi  brim. 

Stuck  right  on  the  back  of  your  noddle  ; 

Your  trowseraflt tight' to your  limb, 
As  on  you  mysteriously  toddle. 


Jtti  tof  -Jolde  rol  lol,  &c.  While  tfie'town  is  taken  by  storm 


By  a  lot  of  ominoq*  nig m 

There  are  NichdsjmXpoaf^ 
Where  the  women  are  daa 1 


•  .V  •  \ 

Bitol,  &c. 


tights; 

uiit 


1 I  fcrfi>' 

When  ladies  are  passing  ypu.bv^ 
’Tis  breeding  <p  ^areM  Uieir  faoee 
To  whip  a  glass  up  to  y 

And  indulge  inrful  sorts*  bT  gnnjaces. 
Then  giving  your  cane  a  slight  twirl, 


I  declare  I  feel,  very  ^roak,  v  u 

And  so  nervous  to  witness  such  sights, 
A  nd  then  there's  a t  Crocky’s  the  gals, 
Americans  dark  serenades  4  t 


T)  •  X  1  O  XVlUVrllVt.  O  u»ia 

Bt  tol,  &c.  AU  over  the  tQwn 


Ethiopians  and  black  sejrpnaders.  ^ 

The  banjo  is  heard  in  the  street,  >  >■ 

And  boys  are  twirling  J iih'OtroW  aAnoht ; 


You  mean,  ‘  Fm  a  Mflu*  ypugf  gjow !' 

The  ladies,— Lord  bles8  the  sweet  death !  ft*  *  busa,  when's*  you’Se  mind, 

Are  bfopleeehke  lambkins  at  pUy ;  For  a  twopence  you  can  nde  about  town. 

They  know  when  to  melt  inte  team,  . .  »  ^  r"  <  .1 j  Rito^  kt. 

And  to  apt,— Vthere  V  the  devil  to  pay.*  On  all  have  the  times  mad^  a, pounce, ' 


They've  flounces  right  up  to  the  waist 
#Tis  true,  wjhst  I  say,  though  comical. 


Covent  Gardea  is  now  renovated ; 


But  86C0I 


out  their  Rowna,  they  now  taste' 
hew  economical !  7  j 

Ri  tol,  & c. 


]  Though  Kemble,  it  sure  would  pM[p0un0C* 
el  An  aet  to:b«  «rer  Mwobated.  ‘ 

The  old  times  of  London  are  gene*' 


The  games  of  our  childhood  are  over  ; — 


blwAo  ehn;*  eiW  B  :-'dJ  '•«**  *»  1  J  ' ■  ‘'5‘* *  ^  '•* T^ 

ifMK*Mai©gfc 

Ri!tafeMifc4ral.k>l,  Sto.  both,  ' '  ?225\  t  irt  • » 

«ifi  lttL,<MwJki^i  •  !  Sinae  Yw^  V^liiw  Wte  ^  ; 

4  WflEN  THE  f'AIR  liAND^,  OF  Let's  blind  love’s  wounds  with  'bfftte’B 

Mi)  ; ;  ;.  tc MMBHbJi  bu».;:  #.fi  »!I  ■***  -‘  *•  J  *-»l'  •  «•  •  »m*f  f*  , 

u,..,  h_  Mr  TT«Fri«nn  in  the  *  BohstofcNtAirl.’  And  call  in  Bacchus  all  diving1' k  1  *  l*'  T„„ 

1(^W^e,|^^^  of  ^9fwd  waf  PW*M  We’U  pt?ft.«nd  lanffc  the,fro»ff  mWnU 

^ffiemtWess  invest,  *A ....  M°3TO&, 

"**“  steel  to  the  bosom,, There  was  a  plaee  in  childhood,  thldl'T  iCft* 
r»*2p?'i  '.*  «J  <A  'f  •  membei  well,  /ol  i*T 

t  ^?ta,p  e^e(^  Apd  tlwre  a  voice  of  sweetest  tone.  b»ij$k 

f^dom  .^tatostoiteBi,  '  1  -  vil^r 


bd  1  b»;V 


jfvi  tuH 


Completed  her  trEam^^A^.v.  , 

In  that  moment  of  danger,  when  Freedom 

: 4  fetpfced  roifbtfsteifc  to  n'w*  j-w 

All  the  fetterless  sons  of  h^r  pride,  , 

] W^i^&nx  asl  dauotkrt* -M  Freedom  e'er 
yoked,  •*  \ 

^feughtand  I  fell*?  hereUM?;1  '  J 
My  birth  is  noble,  unstained  m¥  erest 
>  As  tWbewri* ^’<1  sj 

PDTTAGB  NEAR  ROOftEliLE.  i 

Sung  by  Mr.  H.  Phillips  in  the  *  Siege  of<Roehello. 
rwjfyfaifmt  by  Ofawr  fe£<>{„Be«*»t-fttmt». 

When  I  beheld  the  anchor  weighed;  * ; 

Aj^  fdtb  the  shor©4iiy  iroa^fade, 

I  deemed  each  wave  a  boundless*  sea. 
’IViifebor^me  still  from  low  and  thee  ; 

I  watched  alone  the  siin  decline, 
Ajod;enyieg^am^  on  th#*to  shine,  i  w  / 
While  anguish  pabitod'  £**tfe  :ber  spell; 

My  lover and, ^oUage  near  Rochelle. » 
iMid every  ctime»waoW;mesi^y^toaefe, 

In  every  scene  that  gentlelhe©,  u\,  , 
That  mute  pAlelip—thy  parting  sigh* 

That  one  sad  tear  which  tilled  thine  eye, 
TiU.fdncy'siheamwith  flrvve^  control,  dl 
On  magic  winds  would  lift  mjpdtwii. 

And  w«t  me  heiwwHh  thee  to  dwell, 

My  love  and  cottage  near  Rochelle.  ^ 

*i .  ;  u  8  set  ** 

LOVE  ARD  WAR. 
tirf  Wt,  T -Vinfcferv  r-.«l  **•'  >\Ai  ** 


There  was  a  plaee  in  childhood, 
member  well,'  /pi  ^ 

And.vh^r©  ^nome^oi  sweetest  ioMd^r^Ht 
jJw Isksjtsitea^i! •;  \l*tvz  mH 

And  gentler  words  with  fond  embrace1  W 
;  given  jffelh  joy**  att,  m  >q  x>l.  u*  U 

W  hen  I  was  in  that  happy  place,  4qMMPt|py 
mother’s  knee.  ..  m  .ite'V] K 

My  mother  dear,  idl  ooio 

When  fairy  tafcis  wbJrb 

she  softly  said, - - 

And  kiss’d^i^lpjrcjtiiie  dojfUto'ffleep  within 

And^holy  words  she.  .taughjb  me  "tfiere— fne- 
•  thinks  I  yet  cwvfiee,  . 

mothers  knee. 

t  ;  iraiiv-uu?  nil  bnA 

In  the  sickness  of  my  childheodiAfcerJjterils 
of  ipy  ptitod,  .ni'ieilftd  i&  .t>m/isU  vtiaH 

The  sorrows  of  my  riper  years,  thAeves  of 
,  ©very -.time ;  MtUtt  mhl  tfii  ivwm 

When  doubt  or  danger  weighed  met  dbwn, 

;  then,  pRadingplhfa*  mej  .  rkmlt  ehi  tut l 
It  was  a  fervent  pr&dfe£  to.  HoftVfca  rthat 


That  ene  sad  tear  which  filled  thine  eye,  beat  my  mother!^  knee.  >  r*>*.U  ji  jL/Z 
Till  fancy’s  dream  with  sweet  control,  My  mother  dear,  b*ed. 

On  magic  winds  would  lift  myawil,  ;.f  ,7*  J;-t  wi  in  bvhios  oil 

And  waft  me  henie:  with  tbhe  to  dwell,  rt  nrmprnfY^W  1 

My  love  and  cottage  near  Rochelle.  ^  ^  THE  B^O0Df^OjU^^a  ^ 

4  ;  .  ;  -w— :  .  Sung  by  H.  Phillips.  '  *  ^ 

LOVE  ARD  WAR.  v  Rise,  Herod,  my  hound  from  the  stranger's, 

nid  *A  t  ;  eej  'till  in  Ham  a  iuiw  aoeit  sin  hm;o/I 

Composed  and  sung  by  Mr.  T.  Cooke  antflKfr.  H*  Old  friend,  we  must  wandd^^lftte  wbridWce 
■rtitmpsr  t  ;Wlbfe;  *  •'  ft*  »  ho--.  4  vi.! 

FfihUthtd  by  Gtdmter, ;fi tHd(«s^nf  A  Aeafts,  For  no  one  now  liveth  to  welcome  Aklhack. 
v  Ii?ge.nt  8lreet-.r..  r  ”  A  Sh  Coibe  let  ©s^stoeed  btimur  fated  track’  *^5 


miiihtdby  Gramfer/  tndiisito,  A  Aeailt, 
Regent  Street.  , 

/.):»;  •  t»vr>  •  V*  /»Tf  >^V'«  oil  0*^11  L***t  .  It 

LOVER.  , . 

swh  out 

r  tntiik  n6t  otthe  morrow ;  .t  v  0  j 

-  fiv- 

TrheLiOvers  banish  sorrow*^*’  j^-hd 

Wjawi  ;  oT 


.overs  banien  sorrow. 


W(iw  Lilw  ,eMWFR*/i  (i  c'^neiU  i  } 
Whne  W*ar  absorbs  my  ardent  so©^  <{  ;>► 

b8 *»wwr v .  ah:,  m,  » w 

Beneatn  swav  years  swiftly  ?; 


True  soldiers  banish  sorrow. 


1  Sb  eoiiie  let  toejpeeil  bumur  fated  track'  -5 
What  matter  the  region  ?  what  maftfer  the 
^irwth^F  J’t'&d  am  hovfiv.  ,Iiw 
So  you  and  l  travel  till  death  *to#e%tft#^; 

//  Ahditt»4adth¥ivhy»  e’au  Hpky  l  stltt^fbua^ 
By  the  side  of  my  beautiful  bhtelr  -  blood- 
hounck  ».i  'jiij'  1  r  't‘3u?v^  vii  bnA 

What,  Herod,  old  hpund.  dost  reittetnber 

}  the  day  s-iKj  ot!  Lom  <:  *itil  Jou  aril 

When  I  fronted  the  wolves  like  a  stag  at 
iwb4j4i  dviw  fn*/'  .  cfioil  bun  h'4‘ii  l 

When  downwards  they  galloped^te*  where 
we  stood. 


8 


Whilst  I  staggered  with  fear  darken  the  But  the  winds  quickly  veering— the  clouds 
pine  wood?  >  ^  thicken’d  fceSyy,  .  r ' --r.  t-Tl 

Doetremember  their  bowlings,  their  hor-  The  rain  pour’d  in  toownts,  and' loud 
nble  speed,  thunder  roar’d,' 

God!  God !  how  I  prayed  for  a  friend  in  The  billows  roll'd  high,  and  the  lightning 
.  nf?4*  ;  was  vivid. 

And  he  came ;  ah !  ’twas  then  my  dear  He*  The  mast  it  was  shiver’d  and  went  by  the 
rod  I  found,  heard;  9  , 

^“t  jue  **5*  ***  friends  was  my  bold  Then  poor  Hawser  in  vain,  as  praetiee^  ad- 

bloodhound.  ■  vised  him,  ^ 

Hen  tell  ns,  dear  friends,  that  the  noble  Strove  to  govern  the  skiff,  which  he  found 
hound,  leaky  grew ; 

Must  for  ever  bo  lost  in  the  worthless  Death  stfre?vi?  h“  &ce’  a  wave  soon 
groimd;  *  capsized*  him, 

Yet  courage,  fidelity,  love.  thev  aav  His  wordB  wer«,  “  dear  Nancy,  thy 

mtrhirXS';^.  -wa.~Kto.tt*" 

tmiu*  Herod,  g°  tell  them  whatever  may  be,  A.  night  of  distraction  poor  Nancy  pass’d 
I U  hope  I  may  ever  be  found  by  theeT  o’er,  7^  • 

If  m  sleep,  or  in  Heaven,  with  heaven  Blue  burnt  the  flame,  and  her  heart  fondly 

around,  {  •  ,  heat, 

1 Ru.foU°w  e’en  thither,  my  dear  As  day  broke  she  hasten’d  to  traverse  the 
bloodhound,  seashore*. ' 

My  dear,  my  dear  bloodhound !  Bare-headed  in  hopes  her  dear  HaWser  to 

-  meet. 

HARRY  HAWSER  ^  ^  form  by  the  waves  newly  thrown  she  Spied 

*  out. 

Sung  at  th«  Puhjic  Concv^with  great  appUiue,  a  form  too  Well  known,  ’tWns  her  Hawser 

%  rippled  ttpri-t  th.  “  r»  «*""•  **  * 

Harry  Hawser,  a  fisherman,  bold  and  built  Now  the  news  was  soon  Spread,  and  the 
tightly  beach  quickly  crowded 

Prepared  his  trim  skiff,  as  he’d  oft  don^  T°  see  the  fate  of  this  couple  so  true  ; 
before ;  Ev’ryheart  felt  a  pang,  ev'ry  brow  there 

Bat  his  Nancy,  to  whom  he  scarce  a  week  was  crowded,  ,  ,  , 

had  been  shackled,  The  <*«*<***  of  pity  each  cheek  did  be- 

^"ihle’d  remain?*  ^  pray  **  To  the  grave  they  were  borne  as  his  bosom 

TT«  nmiled  at  her  fears,  dried  I’m  well  rimr’d  ibe  dwim  .  <  ,  j 


H.  gutoJ  .1  h»  f— . oriod  I'm -.11  ria-M  bn*  tolnart, in  th. dutt 

W  ohril  ok  ■»Oo.a!?51Sf.tS--™ok*»kd,h«ri™ 

agwn-  '  inscribed  on. 

Bound  his  neck  with  a  heart  of  foreboding  “  Here  lies  Harry  Hawser  and  Nancy  his 
his  wife  hung,  .  pt  dear” 

He  kissed  the  salt  tear  from  her  cheek,  „„„  _ 

bade  adieu,  THE  STAR  OF  GLENGARRY. 

Coil’d  his  nets,  and  on  board  his  skiff  with  Thu  red  moon  is  over  the  cross-covered 
.  life  sprung,/  i  mountain. 

Hoisted  sail,  waved  his  hand,  and  reoeded  The  hour  itol  when  1  promised  to 
from  view.  *  ;  ■  <  -.  rove 

Success  crowned  his  efforts  for  beyond  his  With  the  MMtcntter’s  daughter  by  Logan’s 
looking,  bright  water,  r 

And  he  whistled  and  sang  in  the  praise  of  To  teU  her  how  truly  her  Donald  could 
,  JtfeNan,  -w-jspw.  . . r-r- 


His  net  lines  and  tackle  he  presently  took  I  ken  there’s  the  miller,  with  plenty ,  at 
in,  sille*,  l  ^ 

Tack’d  about  and  homeward  with  inti  sail  Would  fun  win  a  glands  from  her  beau- 
heron.  tifaleV  *  ;  •  - 


f<  :h!oa  nurt'l 
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J&t'  she’.  my  Mtt'&hny  ifcry,  toes*,  of| 
AodSepTSeir  sofls'mile  aitfher  kisses  for' 

1 pe. .  .  -mw  .  nuv 

Tis  long  since  wetrtolthe  Highlands  toge 

3 1  i  *  4  ,»  ^  4  .  1  *1  I  i  u  i  : 

Twa  frolicsome  burns  duly  starting,  the 

nrj  dear,  ’  ,  .  ’ 

When  Ica’d  her  say  life,  toy  booby,  wee 

Ne’er  was  sic  joy  seen  when  Mary  was 

And^Ae’s  the  blossom  I’d  wear  in  my 
'“bosom,'  - 

A,  blossom  I’d  cherish  till  the  day  that  I 


dee,'  .  Published  by  T.  B.  Purdaj,  St.  Paul  >Ci|u  rob  yard- 

But  shir’s  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  BE4tmro&  Vanies*  city  of  song. 

Glengarry.  ,  ’  ,  What  mem'ries  of  ftld  to  thy  regions  belong 

She’s  health,  and  she^s  wealth,  and  a  good  What  sweet  recollecHOfto.elmg  to  my  heart. 


rife  to  toe. 

PRETTY1  STAR OFNIHGT. 

Waylett. 


To  my  anguish  ynu/re  balm,  to  my  plea- 


el ‘irq.ili  B »■;< 


Pretty  star  of  my  seal,  &c. 


W' 


I  LOVEHERAS  the  heavens  I 
‘  LOVE. 


Bat  rareiyblAd  Wtb  aught  below;  ' 
When  slumber’s  pinioMfoer  tne  play," 
In  dreams  her  form  a^pe*ihrt<f  toe,  - 
.And  when  those  visions  pasvaway,- 
Its  image  still  I  seem  to  see.  ■ 

,  In  hour  of  joy  or  ofdijifteas. 

She  is  my  heart’s  breaidihgitor :  •* 

And  by  her  unmathhod  lovliness, 1 
I  feel  how  worthless others  arO,  ■ 

When  elnmber’s  plmons  o’er  me  play. 

In  dreamp  her  form  appears  to  me. 

And  when  those  vision*  pass  away. 

Its  image  still  I  seem  to  see. 

BEAUTIFUL  VENICE-  * 

Published  by  ,T.  B.  Purdaj,  St.  Pauiycburohjard-’ 


As  thy  fast-fading  shores  from  my  vision 
depart.  an  .<>  :  iio 

Oh,  poesy’s  home  is  thy  light  oolouna4es. 
Where  the  winds  gently.  awbtofo*  sweet 
T«*  daylight  has  long  been  sunk  in  the  bil-  twilight  Cades.  ••  u 

low,  IhaToknow»ma«y'hmnen,bnttlmdwd- 

And  Zephyr  its  absence  is  mourning  trMr  lingforme  •  .  i  •  .  i>uA 
Sighs;  .  Isbeauttful  Venloe,  the  brife  eftthe  se*. 

Then  quickly,  my  dearest,  arise  from  yonr  Beautiful  Venice,  the.  queen  of  the  earth, 
pillow,  ■  „  Where  dark  eyes  shinebrightly/mid  nm 

And  make  the  night  day  with  the  light  of  and  mirth, 

_  your  eyes.  Where  gay  aerehaders,  by  light- of  the  Star, 

^  **  -*.  «*. «- 

A„d ,  “ SOpR  ta flfrif 
Then,  oh,  for  ereathto  stoke  rise,  dearest,  Fair  itlay’s  isles  totoy  regions,  belong..  [ 

*!  '  ,  H"  l 

Pretty  star  of  .my  Jofcl,  heaven’s  stars  all  THE  MONKS  0®  OLD.  a 

OUtShinmg  f  1  ,  .  .  PubUshedby  Me*sr*.  Banrfdrd, 

Sweet  dream  of  my  slumbers,  an,  love,  sohosqaan.  r.-TJa  T 

pray  you,  Ae.  .  M  any  have  told  of  too  to0niwbf4iifc»»a 

Strew,  all  hearts  in  your  fetters  en-  what  a  saintly  raceri^**#!,^ 
twining,  .  ..  .  But ’tis  more^true  toal  a  meMWl  «>etr, 

To.my  earn  you  are  music,  and  light  tojC(mld  riotbe  found  elsewheywf*  i  i 

For  they  sun?  afid  l&ughra,  nod  the  rich 
It  wine  quaffed,  Jioa  oftj  ?:o  swoii  A 
mitwyon’re  Miss*  *  And  lived^m  the  daintiest cheer. 

^Iroridtoyowkts^6  ^  And.then they  would  jest  at  the  love  oen. 

Day  il  day  if  you  presence  I  ttfan :  <  fessed,  /  :  v 

»is8s:-s«?&w 


Of  ihose^who  had  sought  their  aid: 

i -J  .u_.. _ i  ■<  p  rTT^  'fi  ,•!, 


LOVE.  And  they  sung,  I  . 

r.  W.  Harhdd,  in  tbs  “KnehantrMi.”  As  they  told  of  each  k(ve  sick  jade* 
i  by  ChappvU,  80,  N.W  Bond-*treet.  And  the  abhot  AUpefe  with  his  form  so  slOelc, 

I  lore  her  as  that  hea'r'n  I  lovft,  Was  the  heartiest  of  them  »1), 

*  Whose  shrine  we  are  forbid  to  know.  And-  would  take  his  plaqe  with  ^  smiling 
Whose  light  and  beauty  formed  above  fane, 


tie  had,a  good  old  hanio,  and 
And  he  us'd  to  sins  de  old  so 


ovi aa  va  hiiu  # 

r  he  often  took  a  pint  of  yeast,  n  |M> 
iii4’%if|d‘'l«es."  X  l  -Jfa^wj^eT^ 
So  cuwe  along  ipy  di 
hen  dis ’nigger  tooffa  6nooze, 

.dteJS&iiMi-iiifc'iii 

want  of  UrefF.  THw 


fttOWW 


i  T£n<;^\  CTA 

rew.^kiftaye 


The  sunny  shore  of  ttu^uremui' 

A«  kwmw 

That  seo^eitMMti  tAttok 
6&r  * 

Aai  iftAnayf  Wmdjjlie^cial  t 

A  white  cloud  flies  through  tti&J 

Farewell !  the  visionea  ggepeg^ 
That  eryjia^tef^flj^jgo.h^B  < 
For  the  white  squall  rides  on' 

i  k  V  ^,[4c..r'iawt  ;aa  nor* 

And  the  bark  is  gjjjjpna  in  an  ^ 

YOU’LL ’reSSS^WSI 

ptfbtt^^^Miati-o«feaiasi  Ail 

Klta2rtf-8ung  h*#***?1*** 


OfAday8.tl*t>hWe^^ 

AndyourilWftWflb^'ti^ 

■When  oolddesh^or  dacaelfifi] 


And  deem  it  but  a  fade<)  light  Remamhci-  ,  ,  , 

tr.4  k— rh  nothin Veur'evca i v  " A ' ■•“  ■  yTha*W«/fo.ty^r djVmlfo  ‘ 

When  hollow  heart*  shall  wear  a  mask.  That  ”oaj5*M£i  ‘ffl  - 

nJ*  «. „  ,rn*-;il‘1 - »-  -  '  —  - -  4  ’  ,.f  r  rrt  ■  iMliC  Wf . vr.  TnMV '! PiUnWlI^ i11® 


”ltm==KSSSS*- 

v,  „  awswjsj^  ' ' ! ,  .i^aa^a^sast 

WftBWWSWAts?  P«  aFtWST.  -  I 

Tls*hn,‘  y  sra  **• mj  b*A,t,m)’  iw^^ffiEfissife! 

UdiII*  tfMt  mv/flaw.  'Ufr-illWjtfwv  r 


>rfi  iu  ’Xt»iU  bssalijrour  cnmtJo  eeb’i  / 
In  such  a  moment-i>taM*fc'!j!'l‘ 


',dn:rv*wa  srr» 

Tte“'8  “r  ,5$w  Ar  b*A,t,mj 

TOy isa  w^hs-iMwg^y-*. 

s^WBSlSasSU 

t^»«“ naafach,  wnff<ahB».m>>  BuitajSffiSISSsSi!  5i»  i 

nfw-lSjS^  But  KwSSfSrtd*  Abb  'oifT 

h"  ““ !  ju^SS^fflSEfSS^" 

"^SURSS?*  ^?l^Mill^*^iKiWwwiisi»>  sis^SaH  ik 


*•"*-«  ^ 

rft3«wt-  s^mM*-***  tt”»Msasj^^2sss:“S 

.What  .matter  Pt  our  ve«$a*kfchn  on  Me  a  ,“f  F!!1*  Aounedaening,  buJ'ft&qiMCs, 
What  to  her  is  the  dash. of  the  storih^tdden  *  °,>  h^*e  ^>dis  enjoy  too  much, 

j  “  ■  >  mwr***  M*mmwmBm  i  ^vSW 

She  has  braved  it,be£are,.  and  wiff 'ttfehfe.it  •‘""‘I  L*q£?  ^olsfpKRSni  >< is  lo  alfid  etl'P 
(wj|ty,  «  :  s  infjuTT  lmr  .‘xiJiqaTT  •:-.  iXfWssS^jItlTOF  BEAUTY* 


■*asw«  •»  "“,1  •»*>  •’"  mn^wmvarasaTSSsasaas;'  - 

*-s&«s?»  aeseSS^  ■ 

iss&lgE&it 

amta*  °f  w*  m.  t  MimgS  T  '• 

Hurra !  my  brave  comrades,  ye  may  drink,  AAt^,  ^1 

T££ShkR^WiWT4,'-  Wie  alone  on®^MRSSB!KS8^J.'  ' 
,vtb»SeflB*  -  •,’  {<i  'i.  u»  lam<  ttibjiy  I  rest  on  tne  petal* ofthe  |B(L™  "v1- 
Ovx  Mg  WMancee&l^aveAo^lheBea.  Andrei* fee: balmy  sWeetefW^ 

1  m  afloat,  <Ae*  In  the  span .of  tKehe%vens  my  throne  is  set. 


.  That  may  strike,  they  may  cleave,  blip 
^ifetoWAp&r  n  i!aitrhl7v»  A 

IVifk  1  i r»Vi tninrv  qKavo  wee 


ifta^toWa^lAlsnitnyMMaiiOTiib  Henryitus-  As  ,4te'4fce*  it  «tea<jTrg*lrtl*SliP  8Wud. 
sell,  and  sung  by  him  with  great.*wt%ase.  .  <WIlses^ean  I  aiB,  and  i#ba^er  lfl«e  ■'i:  oT 

,o:>i IVi«iHiJ‘tjtl|e .aeoiaKboard  yba «ifer^  •  K  There  will  the  child  of  pZs  bJs; 
c  •■  iu,  Amfcr*** afoond tbaiwfa^e»  H  mill  lo’l,.  Votaries  bamfta’n^ndsfiSt : 

•*>  i  I  ••  ;  ^fTifl9i?T  Ht 
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And  dream  they're  < 


I  am  worshipped  by  alt*  m  every  dune. 

At  the  matin  hour  and  vesper  tune ; 

But  glass’d  on  the  brow  of  the  bright  and 
fair,  ^ 

The  Spirit  of  Beauty’s  most  godlike  there. 
sfi.  v>  taw 

WHERE  IS  THE  ROVER. 
Whxrk,  where  In  the  rover  ? 

Where,  ah,  whcfsais  hegone  ? 

I  have  sought  him  oyer  the  mountain, 

I  have  sought  him  through  the  storm; 
I  have  wandered through  the  valley, 

No  voice  replieeto  me. 

Where,  where,  is  the  rover  ? 

Where  can  the  rover  be  ? 

Still,  still  Hove  him, 

My  passion  proud  to  own, 

I  live  bsrt  to  cherish  '*’■ 

The  love  I’ll  ne'er  disown. 

I’ll  week  him  in  the  valley, 

Tho’  dark  the  teifipest  be. 

Where,  whcasisthe  rover  ? 

Where  can  the  cover  be?  ■  ■ 

MY  HEARTS  IN  THE  HIGHLANDS. 
Mr  heart’s  in  the  Highlands,  my  heat*  is| 
not  here. 


ivine.!Away,  away,  where  die  knarled  oaks  are 
growing,  '!< 

And  let  our  snrry  bugle-note  rise  ap  the 
slumbering  deer,  ■  r~ 

The  dews  hang  like  pearl  drops  frem  ev’ry 
tree  and  flower. 

And  gaily  the  yefaeful  birds  warble  thro’ 
each  grove,. 

envy  not  tke  maoarch  who  pines  for  state 
and  power,  \  S  .  -  u  • 

The  freedom  of  the  woods  and  hills  more 
dearly  do  I  love. 

To  the  woods,  etc.- .4 

Tig  sweet  to  rove  when  day's  first-  beam  is 
shining,  ■.■*? 

Audgcutly  the  summer  breeze  playsau 
the  water's  breast,  *' 

Or  wandering  thus  till  yeur  bright  orb  de¬ 
clining,  •%  . 

Withdraws  his  golden  light  fromearth, 
and  softly  sinks  to  rest  i 
My  heart  then  rejoices  in  nature’s  bounte¬ 
ous  store. 

Thoughts  free  from  ears  arise  pure  as 
childhood9  dream. 

Far,  far  from  haunts  of  sorrow,  1  heed  the 
world  no  more. 

My  soul  finds  joy  in  all  it  sees— the  ,  wood, 
the  hill,  the  stream*  v,  ,  .  lv  •  * 

To  the  woods,  etc. 

tiow  SWEET  IN  THE  WOfePr 

TANDS. 

How  sweet  in  the  woodlands.  With  fleet 


worth,  , 

Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove. 

The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love. 

'  ’  l  -  ■  ^  My  heart,  etc. 

Farewell  to  to  the  mountains,  high  covered! 
with  sno#,  : 

Farewell  to  the  strate  and  green  valleys 
below,  . 

Adieu  to  the  fonsss  and  high  hanging  woods. 
Adieu  to  the  tonente  and  lottd  pouring  floods 
.  ■  '  Amen,  sic. 

Adieu  for  awhile.  I  can  ne*r  forget  thee,  . 
The  land  of  my  lathers,  the  sou  of  the  nee, 
I  sigh  for  the  hour  that  shall  bid  me  retrace 
’"’he  path  of  my  childhood,  my  own  native 
place.  > 

My  heart’s,  etc 


TO  THE  WOODS  AWAY. 

Music  bjr  Barker Suug  by  Mrs.  Wood. 

To  the  woods  away,  the  rudy  mom  is  glow¬ 
ing,  < ;  . 

And  sweetly  the  hunter’s  horn  breaks  on 
the  listening  ear; 


Mjjheart’s  in  the  Highlands  a  charing  the* 

Chasing  the  wild  deer  and  following  the  roe,' 

My  heart’s  in  the  Highlands  whenever  I  go. 
y-  ii .  ■  •  ’  "  My  heart,  etc.  • 

All  hail  to  the'  Highlands,  all  hail  to  the! 

The<toth-plaoe  of  valour,  the  country  offr oiK&n  riwflf &*<>,  ind  taste  the  fyesh 

*  *  I  mnm  • 


morn ; 

But  hara  is  the  chase  my  fold  heart  must 
pursue,  i  •  •  ■  , r 

For  Daphne,  fair  Daphne!  is  lost  to,,  my 
view.  rh  r  -  ••  t  .i. .  ...  '  •  I 

Assist  me,  chaste  Duw4  the  nymph  to  re- 

More  wild  than  the  roebuck,  ahd  winged 
with  disdain;  ,  .  j. . , 

In  pity  o’ertake  her,  who  wounds  as  she 
flies,  . , .  . 

Though  Daphne’s  pursued,  ’tis  MyrtlUo  that 
dies  ■ 


TME  GAMBLER’S  WIFE.  : 
Composed  and  sung  by  Mr,  Hi  Russell 
Published  in  Davidson's  ‘  Mimical  Trea¬ 
sury.’  > 

Dark  is  the  night !  how  dark  !  no  light !  no 
fire; 

Cold  on  the  hearth  the  last  faint  sparks 
expire. 

Shivering  she  watches  by  the  cradle  side, 

For  him  who  pledged  her  love — last  year  a 
bride. 
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.  '  -  Hark !  ’tis  his  footstep ! 

E?sssfacff fta*  'twouw 


Oh!  how  mad,  how  blind. 

Rest  th*e,my  babe,  teat  on,  tis  hunger  a 

Sleep,  for  there’s  no  food !  the  fount,  the 
fount  is  dry !  ... 

Famine  and  cold  their  wearing  work  have 
done. 

My  heart  must  break !  and  thou,  my  child 
my  hope  wilt  die. 

Htnh !  the  dock  strikes  one. 

Hush!  ’tis  the  dice  box!  yes!  he’s  there, 
he’s  there  ! 

For  this  he  leaves  me  to  despair. 

Leaves  love!  leaves  truth  !  his  wife!  his 
ehild!  for  what? 

The  wanton’s  smile,  the  villain,  and  the  sot ! 

Yet  i’ll  not  curse  him- — no !  'tis  all  in  vain, 

vfj*  I'W  to  wait,  bat  sure  he’ll  come  again. 
And  I  could  starve,  and  bleu  him !  but  for] 
,  my  child ! 


Oh  fiend!  oh  fiend! 

Hush!  the  clock  strikestwo ! 
Hark !  how  the  sign-board  creaks ! 

The  blast  howls  by,  *  . 

Moan  moan  ye  winds,  thro  the  cloudy  sky. 
Ha !  ’tis  Ids  i  he  conies,  he  eomefe  onoe 
more ; 

No !  ’tlfthut  the  lattice  flaps,'  my  hope,  my 

Can  hedeserins  thus  ?  he  knows  I  stay,  he 
knows  I  stay.  .  ' 

Night  afoot  night  in  loneliness,  in  loneliness 

For  Mb  return,  and  yet  he  sees  no  tea* ■! 

No,  no,  it  cannot  be.  Oh !  he  will  be  here. 
Nestle  more'  cloBely,  dear  onfe,  to  my  heart : 
Thou  art  cold,  thou  art  freezing. 

But  we  will  not,  will  notpart.  .  ' 

Husband!  1  die;  Father,  it  is  not  he,  it  is 
not  be. . 

Oh !  God,  protect  my  child ! 

flush !  the  clock  strikes  three ! 
They're  gone^r  they’re  gone,  the  gliinm'ring 

The  wifeand  child  are  number’d  with  the 

On  the  cold  earth  outstretched  in  so/emn 

The  babe  lies  frozen  on  ita  mother’s  breast. 
The  Gambler  came  at  last,  hut  all  was  ever— 
Dread  silence  reign’d  arpuud. 

The  clock  struck  four. 


I  THE  BOATMEN  DANCE,  . 
Sung  with  greet  applause  by  the  Ethiopian. 

1  ‘  Serenade!*.  ;  •  o!# 

De  boatmen  dance,  de  boatmen  sing, 

De  bdattoen  up  to  ebery  ting  ;  1  * 

When  de  bohttoen  comes  on  shore. 

He  spends  all  his  money  and  works  for  more. 
Dance,  de  boatmen  dance  ; 

We’ll  dance  all  night. 

Till  de  broad  daylight,  .•  .  ;•  > 

And  go  home  with  de  girls  in  de  motn- 

Heigho!  de  boatmen  rows,  _ 

*  Floating  down  the  nver  with  a  In  • 
heigho! 

l  wept  on  board  de  oder  day 
To  hear  what  d*  boatmen  haa  got  to  say, 
Dere  I  let  my  passion  loose, 

And  they  popped  me  in  de  calaboose. 

Dance,  de  boatmen  dance,  &c. 
/he  loonsman  come  in  a  short  frock  coat, 
De  boatmen  pome  wid  a  five  pound  t f  A 
Stand  back,  my  lads,  for  you  JtovencH 
Cos  we  call  dis  de  boatmen  s  dance. 

Danes,  de  .boatmen  dahee, 
When  you  hear  the  boatmen’s  horn. 

Look  out,  toy  boys,  the  tfripiagone:  r x 
i  Wheel  away  apdoff  wejw,  •  -  . 

And  you  shalL  strike  de  olqbanjo.  ; 

|  Dance,  de  boatmen  danpu,.^* 

Ober  de  mountain  aleak  as  a  eel, 

■Dat’s  where  de  bwtmjsn  trips  m  b#  l 
De  vind  may  blowaudde  waxea  toay  i 
’  I  tink  de  boatman  s  lost. 


By  my  soul  x  nsx  w  «*  ■ 

Dance,  da  boatmen  dau^e,  At. 

. . *  .  .  . . . 

my  bride. 

Words  and  Music  bjf  Hawkins  A»  P 

***** by  *^^25^  u^‘8  reH* 

I  mew’d  her  to  my  bosom, 
upon  her  lip.  I  hpng, 

I  felt  »n  inward  rapture 
Around  my  spirit  flung ; 

•  My  heart  beat  high  with  pride. 
To  think  such  loveliness 

Should  ever  be  my' bride.  • 

I’ve  been  where  pleasure  breath’d 
’  Enchantment  m  my  ear,  J-  •  ' 
Where  sparkling  beauty  deck’d 
The  halls  of  grandeur’s  sphere  ; 
I’ve  join’d  the  waltz’s  maae, 

A  fair  one  by  my  side. 

But  riie  in  gentleness 
Was  nought  to  thee,  my  bride. 
The  gay,  the  proud,  may  still 
To  pleasure’s  fountain  s  hie. 

But  tney  can  never  feel  _  . 

Like  me  when  thou  art  nigh. 

I  care  not  for  the  world, 


•n, .  TlLt8^hui^°iUt  1  !  TilB  SOU5IfiR*S  DEEAM. 

Is  thee,  myioV^  bme.  ^hlS&fSSF  truft^  .•* 

RICH  AND  RARE  w.Rifyia.  XHR  A"£  l¥  “f nt»cI  etaa*»«t  thetfr  Wrtift  in 

■n.  ,  ,  ^  i  !  '  ;!  And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  over- 

Rjch  and  hn  ttti  the  gem*  she  wore,  power’d,  .  *TT  " 

And  a  bright  gold  mg  on  Tier  wand  she  The  weary  to  rest,  thewoondedfie  die: 

Jkl'i.  i.  . i.  ’  ,  As  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  <of*etrr 

beaTlty  was  fto  bejrond  By  the  wolf-eftaring  faggPMsihat  guar  *d 

“  Lady !  dost,  thou  not  fear  to  stray,  la  ^tho  dead  of  the  night  a  sweet  vision  -I 

S?  lpoe^and  Ipvely*  through  thls  Weak  way  ?  saw, 

Are  Erin  s  sons  so  good  orsocbm  And  thrice  ere  the  eoekcrew,  f  dreamt *t 

As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  Or  gold  ?”  again.  {  <1 

‘‘ Sir  Je^st  alarm,  Methought  from  the  battle-field’s  dreadf 

Nosonof  Eton  win  offer  me  harm;'  array,  , 

For  though  they  lover  votaen  and  golden  Far,  far,  had  I  roamed  on  a  desolate  track. 
^  t  3  ’  Till  nature  and  sunshine  disclos’d  the  tenet 

Sir  Knight!  they  love  honour  and  virtne  way, 

more?**  t  5  ’  To  the  home  of  my  frther*4hai welcom'd 

Op  she  went,  add  her  maiden  smile  me  back:  i 

In  safety  fifth  ted  der  rOthid  the  green  isle,  I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields*,  travers’d  so  eft 
And  blest /dr  eveV  is  site  who  relied  V/  '  is  life’s  morning  inarch,  when  ipy  bosom 
Upon  SJrin’d  hdftour  and  Erin 'is  pride !  wasyoung!  i.f. 

....  I  heard  my  own  mountain  goats  bleating 

THE  VOICE  OF  HER  I  LOVE*  aloft,  t ;  r  > 

Published  by  D'Alnmihe  A  Co.,  30,  Soho  Sqaafe.  I  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  com 

fT _ V '  {'aa  *  •  4  .  rPATMttt  Bllnir  ■ 


RICH  AND  RARE 


How  sweet  at  close  of  silent  eve. 

The  harp’s  responsive  sound. 

How  sweet  the  vows  tha&  nefo*  decoy. 
And  deeds  of  virtue  crowned. 

How  sweet  to  sit  beneath  a  tree. 

In  sonxe  delightful  tftove.  ^ 
But  ah !  more  soft,  more  sweet  to  me, 
Is  the  voice  of  her  I  love ! 


reapers  sang,  /  i  - 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine  cup^  and  fondly 
r  .  I  swore,  tt  ts 

Front  my  home  and  my  weeping  fiuehds 
never  to  part :  1  * ' 

My  little  ones  kiss’d  me  a  thousand  times 
o’er, 

And  my  wife  sobb’d,  aloud  JLn  tfio  fulness 
of  heart : 

Oh  !  stay  with  us*  rest,  thou  art  we*ry  and 
worn,  r '  'T-  ,J  K  t¥»TW 


LOVELY  NIGHT.  '  Wlt*  -■■V***  ™>u  and 

A££“  -  #*  ''“•brok“  *#*.  <* 

~  They  have  eplled  thee  dark  and  drear.  But  sorrow  returned  with  the  dawning  of 


Bot  the  light,"  bht  the  light. 
Is  to  me  not  half  so  dear. 


For  though  toe  sunlight  gladsome  seems. 
Too  oft  if  bring,  but  tears  alone. 

But  circled  with  thy  fairy  dreams, 


morn, 

And  the  voicp  ip  my  dreaming  ear  Incited 
.  away..  .  ‘  ' 


- - T-pn-.r-rf  -wtf  THE  SHIP  ON  FIRE,.  .  r 

T  W?®*8  W M!»  **0™-  Composed  bv  Mr.  H.  Rossell.and  ««,*  by  him  with 

lovely  night !  -lovely  pight,  «&t  appfaibe.  Publfchwf  by  Corner  and  Co, 

They  have  called  .thee  dprk  »hd  drear,  RegHtt-alieet.  *  i  .  '  v  -  * 


But  the  fijght,  bat  the  light,  >,v%,. 
Istpmenotiatf  sod^,  ' 


From  thy  grief  the  world  ajtpjaars. 
The  flowers  that  before  a*t  aoon 
Ha^  laded  with  the  suh’k  warm  ray, 
WhefT  smiled  on  hv  the  gentle  moon, 
Revive  to  bless  the  coming  day. 

"  liov^g  nighty  &c. 


„  The  Storm  o’er  the  oceeii  fleir  Hvfoes  as 
•  T  f  fast,  " ^  .  *  *  ■  ■  •  n 

And  the  wavee  rose  in  foam  at  the  Voice  of 
i,E  the  blast ;  ^ 

And  heavily. laboured  the  gale-bec&teti  ship, 
lake  a  stout-hearted  swiimher,  thw  lipray '  at 
his  lit)  ;  * 

And  dark  was  the  sky  o’er  tfte;  niarhier’s 
path,  *■'  1 

Except  when  the  lightning  illumed  it  hi 
wrath.  * 


wr 


A  young  mother  ki 
And  ftps***  b*f 

Shep&fW 
.  wi“’  ,™..' 


MM* 


iow,  \  And  the  sttttek -thick  teieaflttmeunttd 
—  higher  and  highid^V  "  J 


the  huMfieane 


‘ok'wamimsp'a!!*-  •’mss  ,  '  , , 

« S*a»dhbisr4 

like  i  «r«..  divided  .he  Tke,Je^*e  .»^-M,W«klo..U. 


TheSf|liMm«rfW,ti  i»  th.  beams  of  «*><***  h" 

Md&We«prte<ie~mrfW»k«...  11  ‘SSS’—IT r*Stt2teS*^ 
r*Wfc  v „M„  „  :£jLLi  oJTSt  « *. «**« 

T^eco  wfl  joy  *n  the >shlpas  She  ‘farrt»wed_  away*  ,  ^  ;i,  f  Mi  w  q^.V/ 

thS  Toam,  .  .  _  J And  .mistily  daw»’4  •  m  ,$»)9*$gr*.y  the 


dr*  _  vifj'iju*  \mr  qj*to  «f  w  •  ' 

Gfuome/  And  they  prayed  the  light,  and  at  noon- 

The  young  mother  press’d  her  lend  babe  to  tide  about, 

her  bwastj^,.  ;<•'  .  i'  w  ,  ..a  The  Btrno’er  the  iWtfiP "feff1*® Put* 


her  breast,,-  V  ,,  '! "  -,!»•'«  i  .  .x  .  The  nimio’ar  th*  nwtem  stone  joyfully  pat. 

Andasug  a/Wreet.affbg.ae  ahe  *to*ed  it  to(  “  Ho,  asaU  Jfho,  gtspil  V  cn«d  &^nan  ,q» 
'rest;  .  dte-teel  ••  •♦r  •  ■  v  •  ..  . 

And  the  husband  8ft  cheekily .  doSfnby  her  “  Ha,r*«t# M?  and  tj|f  j  turned  th<*r  ,gted 

Andloahfded^^lig^  nn  the  face  of  his, «  They  sen  ns,  they.  am  m*-ffo.-wR rs,ia 

bride,  •mtoavum.  1  waved;.-*,, VMM;. u'";  , 

‘Oh  happy/  said  he,  ‘  when  our  roajning/je  They  benj'dowa  upon  us,;. thank  God  w^re 

o’er*  all  ssjfodfl?? ’ar/ ^  .•■•  .■  o 


We'll  dwell.in  oEur  cottage  that  stands  by 
the  shore:  ;. . 

Already  H  fiansy  its  roof  I  descryv 
And  the  spaolse  of  its  hearth  curling  up  to 
tbe«ky$,  r  ■  i 

Its  gardens  so  green,  and  its  vum-cpyeired 
wall,  i  „ 

And  kind  friend*  awaiting  fa  welcome  us  all; 


And  thttohildi«a  that  s^ortby  tl}fe  old  o%k« 
tree  ^  «  < 

Ah,  gently  the  ship  glided  over  the  sea. 

*‘H**k!  *h**' eras  tt»t  ?  Hark,  hark, to 
-  „  the  shonW; 

Fire  !  fire !”  then  a  tramp ;  then  a  rout. 
And  an  uproar  of  votcfcfr’dros©  it  the  air. 

And  the  motfer  knelt  d^wn,  and  the  half- 
uttered  prayer  ,f 

That  she  offered  tb  Gpd,  in  be r  agony  wild. 
Was,  “  Father,  hare  merey—dook  down  on 
my  child.”  ,  ,  1  1 

She  flew  to  her  tnsband^she  clung!  to  his 
side:  '  •  f  1  . 

Oh,  there  was  her  refiige,  whate'er  might 
betide..;  ;  ;  ;t:‘  p-")  '  f; 

Firea  !  It  was  raging  above  and  below. 
And  thTcheeks  of  sSlors  grew  pale  at 

And  thefr  e^es  glistened  wild  in5  the  glare  of 
the  light.  v  x  * 

’Twas  vain  o'er  the  ravage  the  waters  to 

The  pitiless  flame  was  theloifd  of  the  ship,  l 


omm»  +r  '}  nf,  ic  m#f 

DRINK  ,W>  afo  tONG,  fas. 

— :  %  Moore.  • 

Dri«*  to^he^ long  • ;  !  *' 

Th^rfri'Siatgave'totwg1^1  *  i 
what  gold odbW'itbVfii'.bny t' 

For  wnifiyCh,sbe^'W*s'-k»d«  i 


For  inlnstt^s*  hands  «Mbb! 

‘WjsematA*#  3ht 

Then  drink  to  her,  &o. 

At  Booty's  domr  offUm,  , 
Where  Weaftb  anu’tVatoTicp  s^ood, 
Tboyaskedher  jffiieh  might  pys? 

\^h,goWe?key»  w  esRk  t^u^it 


White  "Wit  s,  diamond  brought 
That  cut  Us  bright  way  through. 
Then  drink  to  her,  & a. 

The  lo^  tlHttsscka  a  home 
■  Where  weaHh  with  grandeur  shines. 
Is  like  the  gloomy  gnome 
That  dwells  in  dark  gold  mines 
Bntohi!  the  poet’s  love  r< 

Can  boast  a  brighter  sphere  ; 
Itenativo, home’s  above,.  ^ 

K-  i»  Though  woman  keepa  u  here  } 


AT  MORN  UPON  THE  PEACH  I 
STOOD, 

inti  by  Mr.  Bantam.  .  In  “  Tha  Brides  of  Ye* 

nlee.'*  Published  by  CbappeU/Bew  Bond-street. 

At  mom  upon  the  beach  I  stood, 

And  saw  the  wayes  depart. 

Which  bore  upon  their  briny  flood 
The  treasure  of  icy- heart. 

At  eve  upon  the  shore  again, 

I  watched  the ebfoiligtide. 

And  sought  that  treasure  all  in  vain, 
For  which  my  heart  so  sighed. 

And  thus  it  is  with  life^—its  cares 
Are  fike  yon  mighty  sea. 

As  boundless  as  the  waves  it  bears. 

And  wild  as  they  can  be.  > 

While  all  the  happiness  our  lot 
Can  eter  hope  to  Mu*b,r 
Is  like  unto  one  sunny  spot 
Upon  a  barren  beach. 

THE  HEART  BOWED  DOWN. 

ung  by  Mr.  Borrani,  in  the  “  Bohemian  GW.” 
Published  by  Mr.  Chappell,  New  Bond-strafet. 

The  heart,  bowed  down  by  weight  oC  woe. 
To  weakest  hope  will  ding. 

To  thought  and  impulse  white  they  flow. 
That  can  no  comfort  bring. 

With  those  exciting  scenes  will  blend. 
O’er  pleasures  pathway  thrown. 

But  memory  is  the  only  friend 
That  grief  can  call  its  own. 

"The  mind  will  in  its  worst  despair 
Still  ponder  o’er  the  past — 

On  moments  of  delight  that  were 
Too  beautiful  to  last;  (  < 

To  long-departed  years  extend. 

It?  visions  with  them  flown  ; 
Fofuaftm’ry  is  the  only  friend  , 

That  grief  can  call  its  own. . 

THE  FOUR-LEAVPI)  SHAMROCK. 

Composed  and  sung  by  Mr.  Lover.  Published  by 
Hmjsop  &  Co.,  Oxford-street. 

I’ll  seek  a  four-leaved  shamrock 
In  ill!  the  fairy  dells,  { 

And  if  I  find  the  charmed  leaf. 

Oh,  how  I’ll  weave  my  spelts  J 
I  would  not  waste  my  magic  might 
On  diamond,  pearl,  or  gold. 

For  treasure  tires  the  weary  sense — 
Such  triumph  is  but  cold ; 

But  I  will  play  the  enchanter’s  part 
In  casting  bliss  around  ; 

Oh,  not  a  tear,  nor  aching  heart. 

Should  in  the  world  be  found. 

To  worth  I  would  give  honour, 

I’d  dry  the  mourner’s  tears, 

And  to  the  pallid  lip  recall 
The  smile  of  happier  years; 

And  hearts  that  had  been  long  estranged 
*  And  friends  that  hod  grown  cold,  „ 


Oh,  thit  I’d  play,  &c. 

The  heart  dut  had  bee,  mourning 
O  er  vanished  dreams  of  love. 

Should  sep  them  afl  returning, 

Like  Noah’s  faitnfiil  dove. 

And  Hope  should  launch  ber  bless’d  bark 
On  Sorrow’s  darkening  sea. 

And  Misery’s  children  have  ah'  ark. 
And  saved  from  sinking  be. 

Oh,  that  I’d  play,  Ac. 

BY  THE  SAD  SEA  WAVES. 

Sung  by  Mist  Rain  forth ,  in  “  The  Brides  of  Veulce/r 
Published  by  Chappell,  New  Bond-street'. 

By  the  sad  sea  waves,  1  listen  while  they 
moan 

A  lament  o’er  graves  of  hope  and  pleasure 
gone; 

I  am  young,  I  was  fair, 

I  had  once  not  a  care, 

From  the  tiring  of  the  morn  to  the  setting  <4 
the  sun ! 

Yet  I  pine  like  a  slave, 

By  the  sad  sea  wave  4 

Cpme  again,  bright  days  of  hope  and  plea¬ 
sure  gone ! 

From  my  care  last  night,  by  holy  sleep  be¬ 
guiled. 

In  the  fair  dream  light,  my  hope  upon  me 
smiled;  * 

Oh,  how  sweet,  ’mii  the  dew. 

Every  flower  that  1  knew. 

Breathed  a  welcome  back  to  the  worn  and 
weary  child ! 

I  awake  in  my  grave,  < 

By  the  sad  sea  wave : 

Come  again,  bright  dream,  so  peacefully  that 
smiled !  1 

-  .  v  •  t 

WOODMAN,  SPARE  THAT  TREE. 

Published  by  T.  E.  Purday,  St.  Paul's  Churchyard. 

Woodman,  spare  that  tree. 

Touch  not  a  single  bough — 

In  youth  it  sheltered  me. 

And  I’ll  protect  R  now. 

’Twas  my  forefather’s  hand 
That  placed  it  near  his  cot. 

There,  woodman,  let  it  stand. 

Thy  axe  shall  harm  it  not. 

That  old  familiar  tree. 

Whose  glory  and  renown 
Are  spread  o’er  land  and  sea, 

Say,  wouldst  thou  hack  it  down  ? 
Woodman,  forbear  thy  stroke. 

Cut  not  its  earth-bound  ties — 

Oh,  spare  that  aged  oak, 

Now,  towering  to  thf  skies. 

Oft,  when  a  careless  child. 

Beneath  its  shade  I  heard 
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- _ - 1  wild, 

.Of  many  a  forest  bird, 

■My  mother  kissed  me  here. 

My  father  press’d  my  hand, 

,  _  1  ask  thee,  with  a  tear. 

Oh,  let  that  old  oak  stand. 

My  heart-strings  round  thee  ding. 

Close  at  thybark,  old/riend— 
Mete  shillthe  wild  bird  sing,  ' 

And  still  thy  branches  bead. 

Old  tree,  the  storm  still  brave, 

And,  woodman,  leave  the  spot — 
While  I’ve  a  hand  to  save. 

Thy  axe  shall  ham  it  not. 

THERE’8  A  BRIGHTNESS  IN 
THINE  EYE. 

Thbrk’s  a  brightness  in  thine  eye,  love. 
Like  light  in  summer  hours ; 

There’s  an  odour  in  thy  sigh,  love. 

More  sweet  than  opening  flowers. 
There’s  a  ruby  on  thy  lip,  lore. 

More  bright  than  rosy  wine; 

From  no  other  eup  I’d  sip,  love. 

But  the  neetaredfarim  of  thine. 

There’s,  &c. 

The  music  of  thy  tongue;  love, 

■Would  still  a  seraph’s  voice ; 

There’s  softness  in  tfiy  song,  love. 

Like  the  breeze  when  flowers  rejoice. 

A  world  is  in  tby  kiss,  love,  * 

And  in  thy  smile  I  see 
Sneh  rapture, -I’ve  no  wish,  love. 

But  destiny  and  thee. 

There’s,  &c. 

THE  SONG  OF  THE  SHIRT. 

Poelrjr by  Ilie  lM  Thoms*  Hood.  Miuio  by  Hsaiyl 
PnMhhsd  by  Bradbury  aad  Brans, 
White  friars. 

Wran  ibgm  weaiyr  and  worn, 

W ith  eyelids  heavy  and, red, 

A  woman  sat  in  unwomanly  rags. 

Plying  her  needle  and  thread. 

Stitch!  stitch!  stitch! 

*  1a  P?,T^vhtinK?r’  and  dirt ; 

And  stui,  with  a  voice  of  dolorous  pitch. 
She  t*«ng  the  Song  of  the  Shirt. 

Wiwt  work,  work,  , 

While,  the  cockia  crowing  aloof. 

And  work,  work,  work, 

TiU  the  stars  shine  through  the  roof.  - 

Along  with  the  barbtoOus^urk, 


ww»V«iyuo  j.  UAH, 

P®V6r  *  soul  to  save. 
If  this  is  Christian  work ! 

Work,  work,  wort. 

Till  the  brain  begins  to  swim  ; 

Work,  work,  work, 

Till  the  eyes  are  heavy  and  dim. 

Seam,  and  gusSet,  and  band— 


•  >)  k)r.J  U  Mi 

•♦iii 


Band,  sndgqsmt,  and*...... 

Till  over  the  buttons  I  fall  asleep. 

_  And  sew  them  on  in  a  dream.  / 
Oh  men,  with  aiatMS’dear ; 

Oh  men,  with  mothers  and  wives ! 

14  a,,?*?  yon'n  wearing  out, 
BMbwnancreamre’s  Uveal 
,  Sftlteh.  stitch,  sutch.  >, 

In  poverty,  hunger,  and  dirt;  > 
Sewing  at  once,  with  a  double  thread, 

A  shroud  as  well  as  a  shirt. 

But  why  do  I  talk  of  death. 

That  phantom  of  grisly  bone  ?  * 

I  hardly  fear  his  terrible  shape— 

It  seems  so  like  my  own. 

It  seems  so  like  my  own. 

Because  of  the  fasts  I  keep 
Oh  God!'  that  bread  should  bes&daar,  • 
And  flesh  and  blood  so  cheap ! 

Work,  work,  work. 

My  labour  never  flags ; 

And  what  are  its  Wages  ?— A  bed  of  strsw, 
A  croat  of  bread,  and  rium.'  r- 
That  shatter’d  roof,  this  muted  floor, '  ! 

A  table,  a  broken  chafe;  '  <:  ■•»■• 

And  a  wall  so  black,  my  shadow  I 
For  sometimes  falling  there.  1  ' 

Work,  work,  work. 

From  weary  chime  to  chime ; 

Work,  work;  work, 

As  prisoners  wor*  for  onme. 

TiU  mm*?*  “  “  ‘  M<i  ***  b**Q> 

As  well  as  the  we&ryhand.  ' 

Work,  work,  work,  ,:a  , 

In  the  doll  of  December  night,-  •  !>  ■*>••// 
And  work,  work,  Work,  •  , 

„  Wlrinthe  weatben  is  warm  and  bright. 
While  underneath  the  oavM  ,, 

The  brooding  swallows  cling, 

As  if  to  dhow  me  their  sunny  basks. 

And  twit  me  witll  the  spring. 

Oh,  but  to  breathe  the  breath 
Of  the  primrose  and  cowslip  sweet. 

With  the  sky  above  my  head. 

And  the  grass  beneath  my  feet. 

Oh,  but  for  one  short  hem- 
To  feel  as  I  used  to  feel. 

Before  I  knfew  the  woes'  of  want. 

And  the  walk  that  costs  a  meal. 

Oh,  but  for  one  short  hour, 

A  respite  however  brief. 

No  blessed  leisure  for  love  or  hope. 

But  only  time  for  grief, 

A  little  weeping  would  ease  my  heart. 

.But  in  their  narrow  bed 
The  fears  must  stop,  for  every  drop 
Hinders  needle  and  itore&d. 


With  fingprdwemy  tasAwdra; 

With  eyelids  heavy  Rftdred,  •■  '<<  :  't 
4  woman  eat  1h  uewUtnaifly  rang 
Plying  her  needlerad  thread...  >«": 

Stitch,  stitch,  stHch. 

In  jtajm  and  dirt  t*m 

And  still  With  a«tfM<of'deloi*«M  niteh 
Would  that  itotbttfeitfigto  reach  tnerich  • 
She  sang  theSortgfoftfce  Shirt.  * 

.  y.rrsfs  •<\v-iJstbj*,jLiLm  ♦  <  /•••  »•*.*' 

fiOOYSfBAfc..  v 
Sung  at  the  TabMaax  Vlvam,  Garrick's  it^a 
.  'Beftsrtreet. 

I  was  bora  In  Alabama,  my  Massa’s  name 

Deal,  •■•.:  , 

He  used  to  own  a  yeller  girl,  her  name  was 
Lucy  Neai.  ;  i 

Myimhns  he  dideall  dm,  because  he  thought 
I'd  steal,  noil  i  wild  h  , 

Which  caused  a  separation  ob  myself  and 
Lucy  Neal.  .  !  /. 

Oh,  poor  LuryNeaL  <0h,  poor  Ltjcy  N$al. 
ul  had  you  by  my  side,  how  happy  I  should 

One  night  de  Niggers  gabe  a  ball— Miss 

.^my.dana’A.awlv  .  .. 


Hail,  all  hail !  ttfMi  rmfty  wMMh^df  'May ! 
Thou  hast  to eVMybirdim'niawi 

Grant  lovdflMrtreas  kind  a 
So  shall  they  bVS^thOev  tort***  merry, 
merry  May  f  v*‘-  ■  --i?!  v»7  .i!<  > 

Hail, ail  bmU,  thou  merry  month  of  May! 

i 0  |iH>r  it.  ft 

WE  MET  ANO  Wfi  PARTED. 
FA*aw^BBtf?  W#liB»li.''«ilKl  n  * 

But'toj  mourW  tftat  we  part  j  h. 

I  vrtll  strive  and  forget  ■ 

How  lorfely  thou  art.  i  *>  jd 
Thy  dtttilbs;  oh !  ho w>  fleet  iug 

Y&iik  fcagfigt 

x  et  the  situle*  M  our  meeting  i .  i 
Are  sadder  thai^tttirs. 

In  vain  on*  th**M«»  *  i  \ 

Does  n*£iftory  dwell  jMv 
Sweet  dream  of  dtkatioity  >\T 
For  e*er  fhreweil  1  -sk.  :f. 
We-inet— nre  hUve  parted*^  »  f  i 
The  pang'  is  now 'e'er;  ■* :  wb* 

Yet  I  feel  broken  hearted  » 

To  meet  the*  BO  mare*  *  d  t' 

..  ,*  •  - 

TIJE  BRIDE'S  .FARSWEJ*,, 

Farewell,  metMrtr  1. tears  are  stoasfliing 
Down  thy,  pale  ghd  tender  abeOk^  r*  i 
In  gems  and  roses  gleaming, 

Scarce  this  sad  farewell  may  speak. 
Farewell,  mother,  aow  I  leave, thee, 
Hopes-aud  fears,  my  bosom  ewell. 

One  to  trust  who  may  deceive  me ;  ; 

Farewell,  metier,  fare  thee  well ! 
Farewell*  father  l  thou  art  smiling  • 

Yet  there’s  derrotr  dnihy  brow]  i  i 
Winning  me  from  that  beguiling  >:  ■-  i 
Tenderness  to  Which  I  goiJi 
Farewell,  father,  thou  didst  bless  me,  * 
Ere  mylfpA.rtijr  nanio  lEOuldtyi  ;  ' 

He  may  wound,wko!sho/uldefctess  me 
Father,  gogrcp&to;ijtre  thee  w*effl. 
Farewell,  sister,  thou,  art  twining  > 
^Round,  me  in  affection  deep^  ,  \ 

_  Why^a^Mised  bride  should  weep. 
Farewell,  brave  and  gentle  brother ; 

Thou  more  de&r  than  words  ctoi  toll; 

Father,  mother',  sister,  brother. 

All  belovejd  ones,  fire,  jflti f’ywBt  , 

WIDOW  MACH®!*  , i  , 

^AD?'Y  ^  a  cures,  it's  no  wonder  you  frown* 
Och  hone.  Widow  Machree ;  ?  ' 

How  altered  your  air,  1  Li  1 

W  ith  that  close  cap  you.  ear. 

It's  destroying  your  hair. 


Oh,  poor  Lucy  Neal,  etc, 

Dey  bore  her  from  my  bosom,  hut  de  wound 
they  cannot  heal, 

And  my  hteart,  my  heart  ie  breaking,  lor  I 
lub’a  sweet  Lucy  Neal. 

Oh  yes,  and  when  I’m  dying,  and  dark  vi¬ 
sions  round  me  steal,  .  <j*  >< 

Oe  last  low  murmur  ob  die  life  shatt  bes weet 
Lucy  Neal,  f1* 

Oh.  poor  Lucy  Neal,  etc. 

HAIL,  THOU  MERRY  MONTH  OF 

v  MAY.  .  .  th  , 

of  May ! 


We  will  hasten  to  the  woods  a\. 

And  scent  the  flowers  so  sweet  and  gay 
Haste  away  to  hail  the  merry  May  ! 
Hark*  hark,  hark  1  to  hail  the  mont 
May,  ,,‘x 

How  the  songsters  warble  on  each  spra 
And  we  will  be  aa  Jblithe  as  they ; 


*J9 


Which  ahoulAhaflvwugfrep; 

Be  no  longer  a  charl 1  um  i  -:k 
* '  .«  OfitaMuii  sdfawi  ear},  ' 

Och  hone  Wide*  Mtekne. 

.  > :  ■  jffifcir, eta 

gQnuppria  come, 

When  every  thing  smiraAnonld  *  beauty 

IWQkr'filMW  ‘ 

Och  hone,  WiAetrMMhrea  > 


See  the  birds  gate  pairs,  *  '»  <■■■  •••■  Wittttttaa’dhMidaeflevbry  ] 

And  the  MbiMun  htssn  '  •-'••'  '*  Bowing  before  that  veil’d  and  1 

Why  arenthebeam,  • .*>»  -a  ' :  »•“  1  • !  ' Like  tulip-beds,  of  different  sha 
Now  in  coaptwMgvoB,  <  ><  Bending  beneath  the  invisible  i 

And  the  mutelhtleflsh,'''-1’  •  sighs?  ni' V'K 

Though  thejrean'Aspeak  they  wish.  What  new-made  mystery  How, 

Och  hoae,  Widow  Machree,  sign. 

Widow,  etc.  Ana  blodd  to  seal,  as  genuine  a 

Wide. 


Faith  it  mins  your  leots,  that  same  dirty 

iStUf  »  •  { 

Ooh  hone,  WidoirMactoee. 

*  j.;v '  -da*  ,  .  .  .••mamjti  ».  wrrit  jfJc 

WH*  THIS  PAGEANT  NOWVTHIS 
O,  :■*"  •  •  ARM'D  ARRAY.  bn  A 

t,  ^ 

why  tlrispagSamaeanth&iSl'm^array? 

Wist  triumph  crowds  tbe  rieb  dfvate  to-day 
Witt  turban’d  beads,  of  erbry  hue  and  race. 
Bowing  before  that  veil’d  and  awful  fa~», 

;  Like  tulip-beds,  of  different  shape  and  dyes. 
Bending  beneath  the  inv&ble  w^t-wind’s 
sighs?  ■' "  '  !v 

What  new-made  mystery  now,  for  faith  to 

An/w^  to  seal,  as  gm^yWdi^ 


To  be  poktng*the  fire  All  alone  ISA  sin, 
Och  hone^  Widow  Mfcchtee.  * 
Why  the  skotrtati<F«&igL  * 

Toeachdft«rWbng»,  v'  ,S!‘ 

And  the  kittle -sfilgosengs,  ’  1  ■' 

Full  of  fkihffypeS^ 

While  alone  with  you?  cup,  •  <  ;  ■  • 
Like  a  heMait  you  sup,  •  • 


Och,  hone;  Widow  Maehree, 

WHdW.etc.  Bv 

And  how  do  you  know,  with  these  comforts 
I’vetowkL  ,,  .  , 

Och  hone.  Widow  Machree, 


hour?  ,  iwsf 

Nofsuch  the  pageant  now,  though  not  le&s 

1  gnomon  s  ni  yu «  ft  nm  i  an  lil 

Von  warrior  youth,  advancing  fixna  the 

crowd.  .  •':■■■  .■  !  «j5 

?^THE  DB®Atf  IS  PAST;  ’  ’ 

...  ...  Published  by  . Peatam.  . 

Thb  dream  is  past— and  withit,&4$ 


The  ho] 
And  da 


kt  once  mi 
e  *mifrgr 


eraiUfr 


MjJ3£ 

Has  cherished  now  for  many  jrqars 

ri 


Och  hone,  Wldow  Machree,  Has  cherished  now  for 

k*^mg&)a&  poor;  dpril  ent  in  A  loire  for  one  wht>  dbe 
the  cowldK  The  thoughts  that  m  n 

(Vh.  hma,  Wj<k»,lkAiU.  1  Oh  rsiisse.  mv  heart — i 


Och,  hone.  Widow  Machree. 

With  sntmauis om your  bead,  v>  * 
Sure^our  peaoe  wnuhi  be  fled,  *  <  <tT 

Without  ttSkiog  to  see.^ 

Some  ghost  or  splits,  kf .  y  -  ! 

Th|U  Would  wake  you  each  nigbt, 

Crying,  ocb  bona.  Widow  Maohree. 

Widow  etc. 


'  Oh  1  1  ettse,  my  heart— thy  throblnng  filde. 
Another  soon  will  be  his  bride ; 

And  hope’s  last  faint,  ballbearing  ray. 
Will  then  for  ever  pass  away.  s  * 
They  canaot  see  tbesileintlear  :  .a 

That  falls  unchecked  when  aone  snvnsar  ; 
Nor  do  they  alark  the  smother'd  sigh 
That  leaves  my  breast  when  they  are  by: 
„  I  know  my.  Cheek  is  paler  sow,  .  ■  *v1 
And  smiles  no  longer  deck  my  brow.'  n 

ITio  xmutVi^o  rloAoer  9 Anri  11 


THbhtake  my  adyice,  darling  Widow  If  a-  ’Tis  youth’s  decayf  ’twiU  soon,  begin*?  ? 
^clirec,  .  '  V  ,  Tb  tell  the  thoughts  that  dwell  within, 

i  m  -ShlSffiSBfste eagft 


That  the  ^iottif  would  depart. 

When  you’d  me.  bear  your  heart, 

Oeh  abae,  Widow*  MUeliree, 

Widow  Machrep.  it>,np  wonder  ypn  frown. 


Widow  Machrep,  it> 
0<A  hone,  Widow  1 


Sf.  f1?11  smilfr— to  think  that  I 
With  love  for  him  could  pine  . 

I  OANNoPilATTlER.  '  : 

Sung  by  Mr.  AllantaL^Tluj  Willie  or  Might 

Publhhed by ^affwor*,' Soho Scoan.  s 

I  cannot  flatter  if  I  would 
Afwe80fto,aheprtMgQpd,;  1 


so  good,;  ; 

;«at  ever  shone, 
olden  moon  v 


i  ..  ««n  express  When  merry  lads  and  lasses  met, 

hy  more  than  woman  s  loveliness.  And  dailytoil  was  o’«T^ 

Add  words  ae  feebly,  etc.  And  grey-haired  fothaes  fetched  their  mirth 

I’ve  oft  tunes  dreamt  in  sable  night  Beside  the  oottage  deer.  ' 

Of  angels  eloth'd  in  robes  of  light,  Oh,  there  was  joy  In  Briton’s  isle. 

And  whilst  T  slumbered  deemed  they  And  peace  from  night  *;11  mnrnr 
,  wera^  When  our  storey  peasants'  pestime  was 

Beyond  what  mortals  eall’d  most  fair :  .  The  danoe  upon  the  lawn. 

1  .**•  Oh,  those  Were  days,  werehappy  days 

W,t*  „lm  England’s  paUanttamdT^ 

And  words  as  feebly,  etc.  When  pipe  and  tabor’s  merry  sOonds 
“ — —  _  Were >  beard  throughout  the  land;  ,  . 

THE  ®°£  £!;  ¥LKENNY- 

i  i _ _  ,  _  And  burolmg  mirt^u^dSit, 


Oh*  tlu  L>im"nlfliratir*M,”r'  a  And  harmless  mirth  and  jollity 

blL&  y  Kdkenny  are  brave  rovipg  Beneath  its  bOugfasWHSo. 

•0»"  T  ' 

Of  all  the  tompi  in  Ireland,  Kilkenny  for  me.  B  t*  thou?h  **“»  %»«  werry  days, 

Inth.  tow,  of  Bltem,  TtSjSKSZOTAVS- 

0f  KUkem,»  *■"  ■"*  *  »™«J  ' 


A^jreuo  waa*  mortals  call'd  most  fair : 
Yet  even  when  awake  I  see 
There's  wrthra  can  eompare  with  thee. 
And  words  as  feebly,  etc. 

)  — 

the  BQ^S  OF  KILKENNY. 

Sang  by  Mr.  Lover. 


Lifaj^bof  fagh.tm.lxxrim  «m»th.md  Tb^tST.,.*  Sum 
TT  TV  *  -  >  W  e  11  laugh  our  foes  to  scorn ; 

H®^y«s  **»  «  black  as  Kilkenny’s  large  And  once  again  we ’ll  sport  it  in 
™T?  •.  .  .  ,  •  i  The  dance  upon  the  lawn. 

Which  through  my  bOeom  have  burnt  a  — — — 

large  hole  ;  MftT.I.V  Riurv 


HS^TAa.ri^.I.nUU.d^.^d  -  ■  M0LLY  B*WN- 

pure,  CompoeedsndiuiMbjr  Mr.  Low.— Published 

Her  heart  is  more  hard  than  its  marble  I'm  „  Duff  a.  H<k&o„,  o*fotd^tw«. 

sue.  Oh,  Molly  Bawn,  why  leave  me  pining*  • 

XSrv”™,1  **  -  >*-“  -*■  ■* 

lnZL  u  KiUumny.  I  dumb!  U—  k.  ..  J?.S L^22*“8k!!*fc:»*W,  .  . 


HIj-.KilU.,  I  *mld  b.  UB^^S&StSSLm^i, 

I'd  build  my  Ibm  .  oi  KObem,,-. ”"“*•>  "dW 


xr  •Hr*  r  T  rx  •  ^  4  me  pretty  stars  were  made  to  shine* 

•■Spuuft^"  '  ■h*“  Tl“d!£“f  a*  ««•  SS  :»•  Umboy* 

*i &S  “•  *-1 : ■* 3m  “  “l  hto  t^Ask  imaMijfcSas^ 


my  name, 

I  am  an  exile,  and  from  Kilkenny  I  came. 

THE  DANCE  UPON  THE  LAWN. 
Published  by  Rmeford,  Cliartet-.twet,  Soho  Square- 
I  sing  the  days,  the  merry  d;  ys — 

To  English  hearts  most  dev ; 

When  good  old  English  customs  ruled 
And  reigned  throughout  the  year :  * 


.  - — d  —  V,r  «vr  mi 

The  wicked  watch-ddgis  at  hte  shat! 

He  takes  me  fora  thief,  you  see ; 
For  he  knows  I’d  steal  you,  Molly, 
And  then  transported  I  *  ‘ ' 


Q,  etc. 


her  Mouth  with  a  smile. 

Her  mouth  with  a  smile 
Devoid  of  all  guile. 


.V;:' 

More  fragrant  her  bre*th 
Than  the  flo  werieeentedheath 

At  the  dawning  of  day ; 

The  hawthorn  in  bloom,  s 
The  lily's  perfume, 

Or  tne  blossoms  of  May.  • 

O  BEK  DE  MOUUTAIN. 

Down  in  an  old  VirgmnyJ)rake, 

Nigger  live,  day  caUfc^e- 
Make  de  woods  around  to  ring,  _ 

And  die  was  de  songdathe  did  sing,— 

Re  raw,  my  true  lub. 

Do  come  along  my  darting— 

Fare  you  wellyMiss  Dinah,  girl. 

For  I*m  going  oher  de  mountain. 

Now  I  saddle  de  ole  horse  in  de  difag. 
Nigger  he  was  bery  dhd^ 

Rent  was  due  on  datoerryday^  • 

Turn  de  nitreer  out  cos  he  could’ntpay. 

Re  raw,  See. 

Said  I— ’Dinah,  will  you  oome  wid  me. 

And  lib  in  sweetest  harmony  ?’  •. 

*  Oh,  yes,  dear  Jim,*~*n  dal  I  will ! 

Den  I  dritoe  like  de  debil  eber  de  hilL 

Re  raw,  &c 

De  ole  horse  fall  down  inr  him  knees—  . 

How  it  tsin,  and  how  it  freeze — 

Dat  bery  day  him  meet  hint  death ! 

And  dey  say  he  died  for  de.waOt  of  breath. 

.  .Re  raw,  ^e. 

Dig  a  large  hole  and  shub  him  in, 

O  aen  how  de  animal  grip  l  ,  , 

De' doctor  come  in  ihw  pnlse  to  feel. 

Say  him  die  wid  de  tooth-ache  in  lum  heel. 

Reraw,  &c. 

Aa  down  de  riber  I  did  fjkiip, 

Dare  I  meet  my  broder  Jim : 

*  Broder  Jim,  how  do  yon  do  ?’ 

‘  Pretty  well,  thank  you.  How  are  you? 

Re  raw,  &c. 

Reach  Carolina  dark  at  night. 

Something  fill  him: will  delight, 

Broder  Jim  he  die  at  ae*  t 

Leab  a  largo  fort  in  for  Dinah  and  me. 

Re  raw.  &c. 

OLD  VULCAN~AT  HIS  ANVIL 

Poetry  by  Renton  Nicholson.  Music  SyModeon. 
Sunf  by  Mr.  Phimptoo  at  Nicholson’s  Tableaux 
Vlvant.  ..  ..  . 

Old  Vulcan  at  his  anvil  rude. 

Took  pains  to  forge  the  bolts  of  Jove ; 
Bnt,  bh  T  he  worked  in  wrathful-mood, 
When  forging  for  the  God  of  Love. 


The  thunder  of  J  ove’a  bolt  t 

It  lingers  not  upon  the  earth  \ ■  • , 
But  0«rpid,»awew VonndWhltWWH..,- 
And  wart  with  soals  of  joyaod  mirth. 


THE  LAND  OF  THE  WESTf. 

Composed  by  Mr.  borer-.  v 

PujUsbed  by  Doff  *  Co.,  Oxfor4**f««t. 

Oh,  come  to  the  West,  levaroh,**®*  W** 

’Tis'a^sweet  land  of  vetdure,  that  «p*i 
from  the  sea—  *  .  ->•  ., 

Where  fair  Plenty  smiles  from  her  emerali 
throne —  . '  , 

Oh,  come  to  the  West,  and  I  fll  make  thee 

1 11  guard  thee,  1^11  tend  thee,  I  ’ll  hft  thee 
the  best. 

And  yon ’ll  say  there’s  no  land  like  the  land 
of  the  West. 

The  South  has  its  roses  sad  bright  skid*  of 
»r  blue  *  i 

But  ours  are  more  sweet  with  love’s  oWn 

Half  hadf* tears,  like  the  girl  I  lovo 

Iwqt _ 

Oh,  what  is  the  South  to  the  beautiful  W  est ! 
Then  come  there  with  me,  and  the  roae  on 

thy  mouth  .  -  ,  ~  a-  ■  _r 

Will  be  sweeter  to  me  than  the  flowers  oi 
the  South. 

The  North  has  its  tow  ns  of  dazzling  array. 
All  sparkling  with  gems  inthewe*r  setting 

There  the  Storm  King  may  dwell  in  the 
lulls  he  loves  best,  r  ,  . 

But  the  soft-breathing  zephyr  he  plays  in 
the  West.  .  ■  .1  . 

Then  ceme  to  the  West,  where  no  cf»ld  wu^ 
doth  blow-,  .  •  . 

And  thy  neck  will  seem  fairer  to  me  .than 
the  snow.  . . 

The  sun  in  the  gorgeous  East  chaseth  the 
night. 

When  he  rises  refresh’d  in  his  glory  and 
might — 

But  where  doth  he  go  when  he  seeks  his 
sweet  rest— 

Oh,  doth  he  not  haste  to  the  beautiful  W est  ? 
Then  come  there  with  me,  .’tis  the  laud  I 
love  beet— 

•Tig  the  land  of  my  sires— ’tis  my  own  dar¬ 
ling  West. 

I  WOULD  I  WERE  A  FAIRY. 

Sung  by  Madam  Albertassi  in  the  *  Night  Dancers.* 
Published  by  Jeffreys,  Soho-square. 

I  would  I  were  a  fairy,  as  light  as  falling 
snows, 

To  do  what’er  my  fancy  bade,  to  wander 
where  I  chose; 


HE  LIVES  BENQWN’D  IN  STORY 


I’d  viBitl^ioyo  ^riraCwrt  fcpOiighfflW^tfQ 

IM  lead.*,x*?4>  '  *’  WMMiil  4J  ! 

With  ^FMjM  —  iiiilWiiM 

* xt  myt*Wu  i ;<*  ;**<>•  t&jjj  *  JiuK 

T'd  never  give  a  angle  thought  to  misery  ai 

Mv  heart  should  have  the  gW&ess  of*  wild 
y  blrlirflh*  air;  *  -■•■•  ...  »■ -i 

%ii  ff.'fc&chanee,  a  tertpee*  should,  gat^ 

IH  iH0  p]fy  i  * j  ;) 

T’derinS*  WnWha  lfly-bell  until  the  clopd 

I  would  I  were,  6us. 

The  Btajtatvinkling  glew-wotm,  that,  Jike 
a  drop  offlew,  ( .  u  1 

«hete  .trembling  gra»a.hn4 

of  emeifcltfnue —  ... 

The  Aiayifr^poletsthe  -Adhll  op 

the- lea —  *  •>  >  l 

Of  these  I’d  inake,-my  playmates,  ana  these 
"fliyfK«ftaseh«i»*Bl  i; 

I’d  hie  me  to  the  greenwood — I  d;  sit  me 

™  dotrtfandidtfg  ^  /li. 'r,i‘t  ib' 
Beneath  the  quiet  curtain  of  th^ •  niglitm- 

My  pillow  ahovddn?e  rose-leaves  without  a 

And^fere  rdchaast  my  roundelay  until ’th« 
blush  of  mom.  ^  V  ’  _ 


Once  sought  the  nwam  gi^ ; 

IdtS 

yriu> 10  ^n:»«  *v*  -j-rt*  .  4  ,  ,, 

‘Should  I  falhf  he  cried..  V^hqlm’d  by 

foes,  .simjV«nj  *  Tip^rt  f 

My  causerslallfieedaroi  ahewki 
Will  rouse  the  peaeefal  vale  to  arms, 

And  nty  Weiludl  never  perish.’ 

AbVJWb? 

Sumga?nAe’da!y,"v; 


The  lou^  dcdtsAiawah^ai^^fa^k  i 
For  he  gain’d  thepalmcf  glQryi*'  *•> 

Mid  dauntkgs  Chiefs .Ahepeaeaut  iell* 

But  hviivu  rdaowittlm  story !  '< 

j!  ■>,'■*' 'i  j^m']  ■).  'i 

.TME.  XHOWiTX  y 

My  gran,nam,,GiW  oW  wulj  often 

said,  oti  son  too  *h  inn'l 

T-hat  aoitfow  is  ever  dry. 

So  was  frequently  lifting  ,«*»,  glass  >t©  her 
head,  ’  *  v*;>  ‘  ml  r-  s';  iviA 

And  a  chipiof  ih*M Jatafejm  W  JO 
My  fathmy  an  anehobsihith,  swallowed  {» 

AnSrto  quench  it  through,  life  he  wouldtry , 
But  in  twice  OMhtQr  years, he.fiould  user 
hit  the mfczfcv  *»WP  !«id  v«b  XJwl  JaQ 
And  ns  thhtrtva  soaker  am  I.  ,  c-:.  i,  -  k 
MV  molhrt  loved  gin,  and  the  lesson  soon 
caught,  '  “  -  4*‘  V*-  «s:<i 

She  vowed  to  obey^rhen  she  wed,  __  ‘) 

And  they"  Tether  icOtold  «e«  m  theroflwria 
*  faulr  ri  br*  ii>  ituti  *.1*5 

'  "Whehlhey  lovingly  staggered  to  bed. 

My  sisters  and;b*#HferB<«hpr»ed  the  good 
stuff  .  :  v//j  .,-”1  .i  f/ui( ; 

Which  they  guekedvrifh^  their  miik  at-tlre 
brewSK  '  -c  ’  /'•« 

And  'they’d  think  me  a  bastard,  that’s  likely 
enough,  ,  . 

If  I  dianot  driWfc \tkfm rest.  -  ' ^  ; 

At  twenty  I  topk  f^mV  ttb,  hrfciidjrNani 
We  counted  Kk^afe  oftt ?«*•?, 
Though  ttmes  they  run  hard,  still  this  13 


;  ly>  in\  4vd  ; ;  i  *.n/l  i 

MY  HUNTER  LOVE, 
h  Marie  at^eJft«jr»,  So^sjoiare.  ; 

Coma  down  from  the  mountains,  iny  hp 
love! '  v.  ,  •  ... 

Leave  the  sports  of  the  chase  awhile. 


AJtJtkVC  tut/  opiw  V*  - - '  :  •  . 

CbtPe  down  to  the  vaffley  with  me,  apd 
rove  .  .  .  ?  •'if*' 

In  the  light  of  afifeehoP  a#smd«K  A j 


XU  VUV  V*  — — —  - 

There  the  cooling  streamlets,  of  -  summer 
■  •'  flow,  ■  .  .  i).  ^ 

UndUturhed  by  thetbmmt’s  10am  v 
v’e  track  ao  foe  /  j 

For  the  vale  is  our  peaceful  home!.  | 

Come  dowp,  &e. 

The  haunts  ye  have  chosen  are  dark  and 
'  drear,  '  '  '  ' 

And  your  comrades' are  dfcrinff 
Who  dread  not  the  terrors  ye  well  may 
;  "  fear  '‘v '  “M  *'M  1  . 

To  meet  in  the  mountain  glen.' '  - 
In  safety  they  tread  where  the  torrent 
flaws,  ‘ 

Though  ’tis  datoeer  for  you  to  roan*  W*  ' 
Their  steps  are  inured'  to  the  glaciers 

W  Snows;  ■  '  P«WW 

And  the  rock  is  their  rugged  hootei •?  „ 

,,  fT"  rt  'Mi  •'!  Then  Con 


A  ui  no  iiovu  iiww  t,  iiuv  —  - —  4 

And  let  what',iwULrtoSBe¥»  iSf/T 
■  despair , 

While  whine  Iiqu<w  tn  mellow,  .the,  $ay. 

•ovo.1  lo  Un)  eirlj  n. ;  v  .t1  <u*J7? 


Then  home,  Ac. 


PAGE(S) 

MISSING 


PAGE(S) 

MISSING 


ALAS!  THOSE  CHIMES  SO 
SWEETLY  PEALING.  * 

Sung  by  Miss  *  °* 

Aias,  those  chin>«e.$o  swolsttjf^infi 
Gently  dulcet  toig&  yJ,  „ 


But  set  thafc charm  aside. 
Defenceless  she  mdsms. 
Though  on tWfrain>a* glide 
Its  course  is  lost  in  tews. 

;EI‘  in  the  forest  dell, 


Count  how  many  stars  are  is 
Go  number  the  sanfegu  th 
I  And,  when**  ***&&& 


1  still  fehitll  be  as! 
To  a  heart  full  of  to; 


A  heart  which,  dear  Chios,  ^thi 
In  my  arms  I'd  for  gv%  qffild 
And  twist  round  tlb ! 


lurk  THROUGH  the  dark 

Lurk  through  the  dark  wood,  where  tho 

screech-owl  erto*,'  . 

Lurk  through- the  dark  wood  secure  from 
mortal  eyes ;  ,  ■  ■ 

When  wolves  they  Uowl, 

When  nut  we  prowl. 

On  the  benighted  traveller  dart. 

And  fix  our  poniards  tu  his  heart. 

Vain  are  hm  cries— he  (has  2  he  dies!— 
When  the  nightly  sttoH  is  woo. 

When  tlto  toast®  Weed  is  done, 

Then  to  oureaea  wogaf  tetura,  i 

sing  till  mem. 


io4,tf,^S£SS? 

Mutaai 

Plunder’*  ou*  boast. 

|  I-ltiszttl.  — 


THE  DEEP  BLUE  SEA. 

Music  at  Waller  6c  Son's,  Soho  Square. 
When  the  breeze  is  softly  singing. 
Over  the  deep  blue  sea,  ^ 

And  the  vesper  bell  is  ringing, 

I’ll  steal  away  to  thee. 

From  a  world,  whose  iron  chain 
Sits  heavy  on  my  soul. 

From  many  a  weary  pain 
Beyond  mv  weak  control. 

When  the  breeze,  etc. 

Away  to  the  shining  waters. 

Rippling  over  the  land — 

Away  to  the  rocks  of  coral. 

Along  the  moonlit  sand. 

The  glow  of  health  will  meet  us 
On  the  sweet  evening  air. 

The  sparkling  waves  will  greet  us 
With  a  murm’ring  welcome  there. 

When  the  breeze,  etc. 


MY  MOTHER’S  BIBLE. 

Composed  and  «ung  by  Mr.  H.  Russell.  Published 
in  the  44  Musical  Treasury." 

This  book  is  all  that’s  left  me  now. 
Tears  will  unbidden  start ; 

With  faltering  lip  and  throbbing  brow 
I  press  it  to  my  heart. 

For  many  generations  passed 
Here  is  our  family  tree : 

My  mother’s  hands  this  Bible  clasped : 
She,  dying,  gave  it  me. 

Ah,  well  do  I  remember  those 
VV  hose  names  these  records  bear. 

Who  round  the  hearthstone  used  toclose 
After  the  evening  prayer. 

And  speak  of  what  this  volume  said 
In  tones  my  heart  would  thrill ; 

Though  they  are  with  the  silent  dead, 
Here  are  they  living  still. 

My  father  read  this  holy  book 
To  brothers,  sisters  dear ; 

How  calm  was  my  poor  mother’s  look 
Who  loved  God’s  word  to  hear. 

Her  angel  face  ;  I  see  it  yet. 

What  thronging  memories  come. 

Again  that  little  group  is  met 
Within  the  halls  of  home. 

Thou  truest  friend  man  ever  knew. 

Thy  constancy  I’ve  tried; 

When  all  were  false  I  found  thee  true, 
My  counsellor,  my  guide. 

The  mines  of  earth  no  treasures  give 
From  me  this  book  could  buy ; 

For  teaching  me  the  way  to  live. 

It  taught  me  how  to  die. 
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AND  HOME  I  CAME  MERRY  AT 
LA8tT 

Sorrow’s  a  sniveling  boy 
Corporal  Care’s  a  bore, 

I’m  for  General  Joy, 

His  is  a  light-hearted  corps. 

Sing  fal  de  ral,  Ac. 

Gaily  my  knapsack  I  slung. 

Marching  where  bullets  flew  fast. 

As  loud  as  they  whistled  I  sung. 

And  home  l  came  merry  at  last. 

Sing  fal  de  ral,  Ac. 

I’VE  A  LAY  FOR  EVERY  CLIME. 

Poetry  by  Renton  Nicholson.  Music  by  Alex.  Lee. 
Sung  by  Mrs.  Ballinger  at  Nicholson  s  Tableaux 
Vivans,  Bow-street. 

I’ve  a  lay  for  every  clime. 

To  waft  over  land  and  wave — 

A  touch  for  the  h^rp  sublime, 

A  song  for  the  fair  and  brave ; 

Yes !  my  magical  presence  breathes 
Alike  over  sav&ge  and  sage ; 

To  my  music  the  conquerors  wreaths 
Are  scattered  in  every  age. 

I’ve  a  lay  for  every  clime,  Ac. 

To  my  witching  note,  the  maid 
Hath  waked  the  muse  of  the  bard ; 

And  many  a  swain  hath  been  laid 
By  its  force  in  the  cold  churchyard. 

If  you  ask  me  the  mystical  lay, 

|  Which  oyer  Creation  can  rove. 
Dispensing  a  bloom  or  decay, 

I  answer,  4  The  magic  is — Love ! ' 

I’ve  a  lay  for  every  clime,  Ac. 

WE’RE  TOLD  THAT  AN  ISLAND 
OF  SYREN’S  ONCE  GREW. 

Poetry  by  Renton  Nicholson.  Music  by  flodson. 
Sung  by  Mr.  Meltln  at  Nicholson's  Tableaux 
Vi  vans.  Bow-street. 

We  are  told  that  an  island  of  Syrens  once 
grew  #  . 

On  a  rock,  braving  storms  in  the  midst  oi 
the  wave, 

Where  the  magnet  of  music  the  mariner 
drew 

To  a  desolate  land  ora  watery  grave. 

But  Orpheus  of  old,  near  that  ilLfatod 
shore, 

W oke  the  string  of  his  lyre  in  mystical  lay. 
And  as  its  sweet  numbers  his  fingers  ran 
o’er. 

He  charmed  the  island  and  syrens  away. 

THE  PILOT. 

Oh,  Pilot!  ’tis  a  fearful  night. 

There ’s  danger  on  the  deep. 

I’ll  come  and  pace  the  deek  with  thee, 

I  do  not  dare  to  sleep. 
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Go  down!  the  Sailer  cried,  ro  down. 

This  is  no  pUoe  for  thee: 

Fear  not !  but  trust  in  Providence, 
Whererer  thou  may’st  be. 

Ah,  Pilot,  dangers  often  met. 

We  all  are  apt  to  slight. 

And  thou  hast  lcnown  these  raging  waves 
But  to  subdue  their  might : 

It  is  not  apathy,  he  cried. 

That  gives  this  strength  to  me ; 

Fear  not !  but  trust  in  Providence, 
Wherever  thbu  may'st  be. 

On  such  a  night,  the  sea  engulphed 
My  father’s  lifeless  form ; 

My  only  brother’s  boat  went  down 
In  just  so  wild  a  storm ; 

And  such,  perhaps,  may  be  my  fate. 

But  still  I  say  to  thee. 

Fear  not !  but  trust  in  Providence, 
Wherever  thou  may’st  be. 


NINE  CHEERS  FOR  THE  GIRLS 
WE  LOVE. 

Bright,  bright  are  the  beams  of  the  morning 

Sky, 

And  sweet  dew  the  red  blossoms  sip. 

But  brighter  the  glances  of  dear  woman's 

And  sweet  is  the  dew  on  her  lip# 

Her  mouth  is  the  fountain  of  rapture. 

The  source  from  whence  purity  flows ; 
Ah,  who  would  not  taste  of  its  magic. 

As  the  honey-bee  sips  from  the  rose* 

Then  the  toast,  then  the  toast  he,  ‘Dear 
Woman !' 

Let  each  breast  that  is  manly,  approve : 
Then  the  toast,  then  the  toast  be,  4  Dear 
Woman  !* 

And  nine  cheers  for  the  girls  we  love. 

Hip!  nip!  hurrah!  <J*c. 

Come  raise,  raise  the  wine  cup  to  heaven 
high. 

Ye  gods  on  Olympus  approve  ? 

The  offering  thus  mellow’d  by  woman  s 
.bright  eye. 

Out-rivals  the  nectar  of  Jove  ! 

Drain,  drain  the  goblet  with  transport. 

The  spell  of  life  s  best  joys  impart ! 

The  cup  thus  devoted  to  woman. 

Yields  the  only  true  joy  of  the  heart ! 

Then  the  toast, 

KATE  KEARNEY. 


For  that  eye  is  immodestly  beaming. 

You  ne’er  think  of  the  mischief  shell 
dreaming. 

Yet,  oh!  I  can  tell,  how  fatal’*  the  spall. 
That  lurks  in  the  eye  of  Kate  Kearney. 

Oh,  should  you  e’er  meet  this  Kate  Kearney  * 
Who  lives  on  the  banks  of  Killarney, 

Be ware  of  her  smile,  for  many  a  wile. 

Lies  bid  in  the  smile  of  Kate  Keam^f* 

Tho’  she  look*  so  hewjtchingly  simple. 

Yet  there’s  mischief  in  her  dimple. 

And  whodares  inhale  her  sigh  s  spicy  gale. 
Must  die  by  the  breath  of  Kate  Kearney. 

THE  BRAVE  OLD  OAK. 

A  song  to  the  Oak,  the  brave  old  Oak, 

Who  hath  ruled  in  the  green  wood  long. 
Here’  health  and  renown  to  his  broad  green 
crown,  , 

And  his  fifty  arms  so  Btrong. 

There’s  fear  in  his  frown,  when  the  sun  gee* 

•  down,  . 

And  the  fire  in  the  west  fades  out. 

And  he  sheweth  his  might,  on  a  wild  midnight. 
When  the  storm  through  liis  branches 
shout. 

Then  here’s  to  the  oak,  the  brave  old  oak, 

*  Who  stands  in  his  pridp  alone. 

And  still  flourish  be.  a  hale  green  tree, 

>  When  a  hundred  years  are  gone. 

In  the  days  of  old,  when  the  spring  with  cold. 
Had  brighten’d  his  branches  grey. 
Through  the  grass  at  his  feet,  crept  maidens 

To  gather  the  dew  of  May ; 

And  on  that  day  to  the  rebeck  gay, 

P  They  frolick’a  with  lovesome  swains. 

They  are  gone — they  are  ’  dead— Jn  the 
churcn-yard  laid, 

But  the  tree  it  still  remains. 

Then  here’s,  &c. 


He  saw  the  rare  times,  when  the  Christmas 
chimes 

Was  a  merry  sound  to  hear. 

When  the  squire’s  wide  hall,  and  the  cottage 
small, 

Were  filled  with  good  English  cheer. 

Now  gold  hath  the  sway — we  all  obey. 

And  a  ruthless  king  is  he. 

But  he  never  shall  send  bur  ancient  friend. 
To  he  tossed  bn  the  stormy  sea. 

Then  here’s,  &c. 


KATJU  ivUi ahin  n»  x  •  ALL’S  WELL. 

Oh!  did  you  ne’er  hear  of  Kate  Kearney,  Duet. 

She  lives  on  the  hanks  of  KiDarney,  Deserted  by  the  wautafe  moon. 

From  the  glance  of  her  eye,  shun  danger  When  skies  proclaim  night’s  cheerless  doom 
and  fly,  On  tower,  fort,  or  tented  ground. 

For  fatal’s  the  glance  of  Kate  Kearney.  The  sentry  walks  his  nightly  round  ; 


And,  should  a  footstep  hapless  stony,  « 
Where  caution  marks  the  guarded  Way, 


4  Who  goes 


6  Airiend 


>es  there  ?  stranger,  quickly  tell,’ 
l— the  word— Good  night,  all’s  well# 


.ft 


Or  sailing  on  the  midnight  deep, 

While  weary  messmates  soundly  steep. 

The  carefal  watch  patrols  the  deck, 

To  guard  the  ship  from  fees  or  wreck:  • 
And  white  his  thoughts  oft  homeWard  veer. 


Some  well  known  voice  Pintos  hie  ear. 
‘Whatchear,  h°!  brother;  quickly  tell. 
Above— below— good  night  j  all’s  well. 


THE  TRUE  HEARTED  FELLOW. 
With  my  pipe'  in  one  band,  tod  my  jug  in 
the  other,  ?>(.>  ,,’r 

.  I  drink  to  my  neighbours  ami  friend, 

All  my  cares  in  a  whiff  of  tobacco  I 
smother,  * , 

For  life  I  know  must  shortly  end. 

And  while  Ceres  most  kindly  refills  my 
brown  jug. 

With  good  liquor  I’ll  make  myself 
t„  mellow ;  .  -,v 

In  an  oldwioker  chair  i’ll  seat  myself  smig, 

Like  a  jolly  and  true-hearted  fellow. 

I’li  ne’er  trouble  my  head  with  the  Cares  of 
the  nation. 

I’ve  enoiigh  of  my  own  for  to  mind, 

For  the  cues  of*  this  life  afre  but  grief  and 
vexation  ,jv, 

To  death  we  mast  all  be  consigned ;  ; 
Then  I’ll  lapgh,  drink  and  smoke,  and  leave 
nothing  to  pay,  '  . 

But  drop  like  a  pear  that  is  mellow,  >  \ 
And  when  cold  m  hay  coffin,.  I’ll  leave  them 

tO  Saj,  >inV/,  .  »;  £/;.«;  V  ' '.'r . ' 

He’s  gone!  what  a  good  hearted  fellow! 


Which  prot’d  I’d  ; 


_ jr-  -  _ w »-  -it  hfeh^  *  *  ^ 

“  Oh  haste,  my  to&ttrd?,*’  he  Wi  A. 

to  what  I’d  brought  hkk:>  '•*  •  1 


You  see  •>«  »» ^  «*  w«vmkuu  m«a« 
u  Dear  sir,”  say  1;“  if  that's  my  fete. 

To  wed’s  a  woman's  duty  ;  M  .  i  ,) 
Let’s  fly,  or  we  shall  be  too  late,  i  >  , 


YOU  DON’T  EXACTLY  SUIT  ME. 

Published  by  Munro  and  May,  High  Holborn. 

A  Youth  to  me  a  wooing  earner 
For  pity  did  implore  me. 

And  hoped  I  ne’er  could  slight  or  blame 
The  lad  that  must  adore  me* 

I  liked  him  much,  but  hid  my  plan. 

To  see  how  he’d  repute  me. 

So,  frowning  cried,  44  Don’t  tease,  young 
man — 

You  don’t  exactly  suit  me.” 


He  seem’d  confounded,  vex’d-^he  stared*- 
Then  vow’dhe’d  ne’er  deceive  me ; 


Says  I,  44  your  presence  can  be  spared, 
pie 


Sir,  If  you  please,  do  leave  me. 

44  To  leave  you,  love,  I  never  can, 

I  swear  by  all  your  beauty ;  ”  , 

“  Now  pray*”  says  1, 44  Dont’t  tease  young 
man —  ?  ... 

Y ou  don’t  exactly  suit  me*’* 

He  started,  sigh’d,  hung  down  his  head. 


You  now  exactly  suit  mew”  *,.i  ,,/v 

[THE  BATTLE %ND  THE  BREEZE. 
To  Britain’s  glorious  wall  of  ’> 

Fill  high  the  patriot  glass ; 

To  all  who  spurn  oppressions,  yoke*  > 
Round  let  the  goblet  pass : 

And  lo !  when  freedom's  flag  appeals  1  ’ 
Queen  of  the  subject  seas ;  '  '  '* 

The  flag  that  braved  a  thousand  years. 

The  battle  and  the  breeze !  -  •  l  >  - 

O’er  many  a  scene  of  purple  war,  1 
From  India’s  cocoa  bowers :  >•<  l 

Has  victory’s  banner  beam'd  afaty  ™  ■ 
From  Saragossa’s  towers !  >  V/ 

For  least  when  her  proud  flag  she  rears. 
High  o’er  thb  subject  scab;  IV  ■  i  Y 

The  flag  that  hrfcvedA  thousand  years, 

The  battle  and  the  breeze. 


THE  PHANTOM  CANOE. 


:/ 


Poetry  by  Rentbn  Nicholson.  Music  by  Hodson. 
Sung  by  the  Original  Female  American  Sefena- 

Pyklt.k.J  L _ Til  A  • _ < _  •  >  M  • 


ders.  Published  by  D'Almatae  and  Co.,  fiolio 
Square.  r 

|On  the  lake  by  the  woodland,  when  the  pale 
moon  is  shining,  .r 
A  phantom  girl  paddles  a  phantom  canoe; 
Oh,  why  did  she  list  to  that  darkyta  de¬ 
signing, 

And  why  did  he  fail  to  be  constant  and 
true?  . 

Oh !  list,  maidens,  list  to  this  sad  tote,'  < 

And  then  poor  Womba’s  fete  bewail.— List 
list.  r,: 


He  was  chief^f  his  kindred,  Ills  arrow  was* 
fame, 

There  was  might  in  his  forehead,’ there 
was  death  in  his  aim ;  •  :  ‘ 

He  courted  a  maid  in  hex*  beauty  and  pride. 
In  war  and  in  wigwam  she  watcHM  by 
his  side;  *  ii»  )t  u-Atl 

r  Oht  Hst,  makteh»i?Ae  T 

He  left  her  and  wedded  a  princess  so  faj*. 

The  yeller  girl  madden'd  wild  havoi  Wris 
there; 

In  her  frenzy  she  plunged  her  fond  bosom 
so  true. 

In  the  lake  where  the  phantom  now  guides 
the  canoe. 

Oh!  weep,  maidens,  Ac*  1 


H  •< 

•  k\'  ’ 


1 


ojbfoiffW  ihmiM  $4*  ut  H 

Now  is  tite  month  oF'M^isf^; 

Now  is  the  mmihjK  ■ajinft  '9  |1 

The  springeh^f  hi  all  gMittbss,  • 

;i  Deth.te*g|  art  wjntaKs  Sa4n«e»,  , 

^  Btoh-wtttt  kis  toSti*?  V;’ 

'■•v,  >.  - 1  1/  .  ■  ,  Fa,  la^ieta 

. fSMa«: 


L  .JwW  £  ,W  «*n>fr 

du  I  dreamt  that  one  of  the  noble  host, 

me  most,. 

That  yon  tsvid  martini  the  mkmiit,  ■■  -t>  V 


I  PASS’D  THE  POOR  MAN’S  »O0®> 

•  <A4WroMtte  brt*db9rP*Mr.ninfc  ^ujb‘1 

*j  :  art  *  ?  l 


l  P«»’d  into  die  poor  man's 

The  poor  man  knelt  by  his  a 
And  breathed  to  heaven  a 
Clasp’dfo  the  mother’s  mitt 
‘  ;  MM  fearful  auCenta  wild : 

Death  camesmd,  »he  * 

Of  foapoor  man’s  sto 


.ZTt  *  ^r-U  ~TT9W”M 

ujsnphs  tre^i 


,  J  y BONNIEaBREAST,KNOTS. 

Friblishea  by  Hftne  and  Sob,  Liverpool. 
Hey  the  bonny,  O  the  bonfiyj 
l  Hey  the,  bonny  breast-knots ; 


...  Of  th^oor  man’s  starving  chiM. 

;  :  Tro  po6r  man’s  starving  child, 

With  tears  she  i^id  th^  d^ir^fcrfbe 

She  hissed  fl^obld's^eM  front  its  brow,  ,a  v 
Its  spirit  now1  it  fled,  V 

To  the  gloriodd  4ihd4tfel^»t+f  lutiha 
.  Where  tywatsrne’er  defiled,;  7 
There  Ood  hath  taken  to  his  rest^ 

The  poor'mata'fe  starving  child. 

X*  Wht  poor  man’s  starving  child.  dec. 


Whrthe  and me«Qr  wef*  they  *’  t* 
When  they  put  on  the  brt?aat-rk»ots, 
f  There  was  a  hrjdgl  xapur  town* 


And  till’t  the  lasses  a*  were  boun, 

Wi’  mangle  facings  a’  their  gowns. 

And  home  o’  them  had  b*eaBb»keots, 
Singing,  hey  the  bonny,  eta. 

Atmue  otelock  the  ?a4s  convene,  y 
Stem^^a^.inbluje,  *>me  ctylin  £i)eea  „  f 
T  ^ V”?  tuples  J  thejr  %heen.  : 
And  flowers  upon  tkeir  waistcoats. 

Odr  caih  ihe  wivesa’  wi’  d^plai&e  ; 

AjSd  wwh’d  the  lassie  haf>py  dajnt, 

And  muckle  thought  they  o’  her  claes 
Especially  the  breast-knots  t 
The  bride  was  young,  .the  bride  was  fair 
WT  Tauitless  form  an  graceful  air. 

Her  looks  they  were  ’yOtod  a’  compare 
Whwl  hhe  puton  the  breast-knots. 

Singing,  hey  the  bonny,  .0  the  bonny 
j  JJey  the  bonnyi  breast-knots* 

Blythe  and  merry  were  they  a’  * 

<  When  they  put  On  the  breast-knots. 


Who  po  happy  as  wg,,  boys. 


Life  for  us  gives  all  its  joys^— 

And +  to  my  poor  thinking,  4 
Ite  joys  are  ifil  Ia4rinkihg»  > 

For. good  wine's  a  jolly  soul. 

Fill,  fiti  up  your  glasses. 

Toast  and  kiss  the  lasses, 

Hip,  hip,  huzza !— hip,  hip, huzza  ! 
Bumpers,  lads— blaze  away. 

the  miser  he  lives  by  crying— 

The  loyw  fondly  sighing— 

A  fig  for  all  their  dying,  * 

.Good  drink  there’s  no  denying 
Is  a  hearty  jolly  soul.  , 

HU*  fill  up  your  glasses, 

Toast  and  kiss  the  lasers,  :  .  , 

Hip,  hip«  huzza  !— hip,  hip,  huzza  t 
Bumpers,  lads— blaze  away. 

Sweet  beauty  fond  care^shig, 
the^r  cherry  lip*  now  pifessity$  ty\ 
Transports  flUthe  6oul  ;  ; 

.,Tetiffl.thesrd3qyfi  cbhfesAitKK";.  ’ 
Still  give  me  the  rofar  b^wi. 

FiU, fill ».up  ypariwa^es,  v  *.  >  1  y  x< 
Toast  and  kiss  the  lasses, 

» U  ip,  bip,  huzza !— hip,  hip,hiMBBai : 
Bumpers  lads^blasle  aftay;  1  «r 
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ik' Heart  could  with 
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INTENTIONAL  SECOND  EXPOSURE 


80 ; 


And,  should  a  footstep  hapless  stray,  - 
WTiere  caution  marks  the  gnarded  Vay, 

‘  Who  goes  there  ?  stranger,  qefekly  till,’ 

‘  A  friend — the  word— Good  night,  all's  well. 

Or  sailing  on  the  midnight  deep. 

While  weary  messmates  soundly  sleep, 

The  careful  watch  patrols  the  deck. 

To  guard  the  ship  from  fees  or  wreck: 

And  while  his  thoughts  oft  homeward  veer, 
Some  well  known  voice  salutes  his  ear, 

‘  What  cheer, ho  l  brother;  quickly  tell, 

‘  Above— below— good  night ;  all’s  well. 

*•  '  ...  i  -  **  .  .,y 

THE  TRUE  HEARTED  FELLOW. 
With  my  pip©  in  one  hand,  and  my  jug  in 
the  other, 

I  drink  to  my  neighbours  and  friend, 

Ail  my  cares  in  a  whiff  of  tobacco  I 
smother. 

For  life  I  know  must  shortly  end. 

And  while  Ceres  most  kindly  refills  my 
brown  jug, 

With  good  liquor  1*11  make  myself 
mellow ; 

In  an  old  wicker  chair  1*11  seat  myself  snug, 
Like  a  j  oily  and  true-hearted  fellow. 

I’ll  ne’er  trouble  my  head  with  the  cares  of] 
the  nation, 

I’ve  enough  of  my  own  for  to  mind, 

For  the  cares  of '  this  life  are  but  grief  and 
vexation. 

To  death  we  must  all  be  consigned ; 

Then  I’ll  laugh,  drink  and  smoke,  and  leave 
nothing  to  pay. 

But  drop  like  a  pear  that  is  mellow. 

And  when  cold  in  my  coffin.  I’ll  leave  them 
to  say. 

He’s  gone!  what  a  good  hearted  fellow ! 
YOU  DON’T  EXACTLY  SUIT  ME. 

Published  by  Munro  and  May,  High  Holborn. 

A  Youth  to  me  a  wooing  came. 

For  pity  did  implore  me. 

And  hoped  I  ne’er  could  slight  or  blame 
The  lad  that  must  adore  me. 

I  liked  him  much,  but  hid  my  plan, 

To  see  how  he’d  repute  me. 

So,  frowning  cried,  44  Don’t  tease,  young 
man — 

Y ou  don’t  exactly  suit  me.’* 

He  seem’d  confounded,  vex’d — he  stared— 
Then  vow’d  he’d  ne’er  deceive  me ; 

Says  1, 44  your  presence  can  be  spared. 

Sir,  If  you  please,  do  leave  me.” 

44  To  leave  you,  love,  I  never  can, 

I  swear  by  all  your  beauty ;  ** 

44  Now  pray,”  says  1, 44  Dont’t  tease  young 
man — 

You  don’t  exactly  suit  me.** 

He  started,  sigh’d,  hung  down  his  head. 


Which  prov’d  I’d  fairly  taught  hlm{  ' > 
44  Oh  haste,  my  loyo,  to  Church,”  he  arid. 
You  see  to  what  I’d  brought  him.* 

Dear  sir,”  say  1, 44  if  that’s  my  fate. 


To  wed’s  a  woman's  duty  ;.*’ 
Let’s  fly,  or  we  shall  be  too  late, 
You  now  exactly  suit  me.** 


irk 
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THE  BATTLE  AND  THE  BREEZE. 
To  Britain’s  glorious  wall  of  oak,  j  > 

Fill  high  the  patriot  glajas ; 

To  all  who  spurn  oppression’s  yqke,  •, 
Round  let  the  goblet  pass : 

And  lo  !  when  freedom’s  flag  appeals  *  ’ 
Queen  of  the  subject  seas ;  '* 

The  flag  that  braved  a  thousand  years. 

The  battle  and  the  breeze !  i  * 

O’er  many  a  scene  of  purple  war. 

From  India’s  cocoa  bowers : 

Has  victory’s  banner  beam’d  afaary  n  ‘ 
From  Saragossa’s  towers !  v 

For  least  when  her  proud  flag  she  rears, 
High  o’er  the  subject  sens;  > .  j  ' 

The  flag  that  braved, a  thousand  years, 

The  battle  and  the  breeze. 

,  THE  PHANTOM  CANOE. 

Poetry  by  Renton  Nicholson.  Music  by  Hodsott. 
Sung  by  the  Original  Female  American  Serena¬ 
des.  Published  by  D'Almatae  and  Co.,  Solio 
Square. 

On  the  lake  by  the  woodland,  when  the  pale 
moon  is  shining, 

A  phantom  girl  paddles  a  phantom  canoe; 
Oh,  why  did  she  list  to  that  darkyls 
signing, 

And  why  did  he  fail  to  be  constant  and 
true?  ■  •  j  : 

Oh !  list,  maidens,  list  to  this  sad  tale. 

And  then  poor  Womba’s  fete  bewail.— List 
list. 

He  was  chief ^pf  his  kindred,  his  arrow  was  * 
fame, 

There  was  might  in  his  forehead,  there 
was  death  in  his  aim  ; 

He  courted  a  maid  in  her  beauty  and  pride. 
In  war  and  in  wigwam  she  watched  by 
his  side.  .i.r  ji  n-d; 

Oh  !  list,  maidehs,  Ae. 

He  left  her  and  wedded  a  princess  so  fab?. 

The  yeller  girl  madden’d  wild  havoc  Was 
there ; 

In  her  frenzy  she  plunged  her  fond  bosom 
so  true. 

In  the  lake  where  the  phantom  now  guides 
the  canoe. 

Oh!  weep, maidens, 


,,  u  •  »i. 
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KOW  IS  THU  MOUTH  OF  &A^N^.lAn. 
Now  is  the  montii  u£  f  p  t  *T 

TS 

The  spring  ctatf  in  all  gMfoess,  ''•■•■•  11  ■ 

,i  Doth  laugh  a*  winters  sadness,  j  p 

Btteh 'with  his  bohftjr  ^ss,  *  ‘  ' 

srf  A  dancing  Oh  the  eraa%  ■  i  -  i  . .  *■*  • 

ce:*.  -*i  3j  •  .j,.  Fa^lenehh,- ,(  •  .  g 

r.  Aad  tp  the  Wpiws’  sou^i  ,,  ;• 

i,.  The  nymphs  treed  eat  tbeurgroand,  . ,  I 
Fa, la,  etc. 

.  '  C 

,  j  /  pONjNJE jaREAST,KNOTS.  D 

"Pdblls'heil  by  tlftfie  and  Son,  Liverpool. 

Hby  the  bonny,  O  the  bonny,  i  ; 

•  Hey  the  bonny  breast-knots ; 

Blythe  and  merry  were  they  a’  j.  v .  ^ 

When  they  put  on  the  breast-knots. 

There  was  a  bridal  in  our  town,  ol 

And  till’t  the  lasses  ar  were  boun, 

Wi’  mangle  facings  a’  their  gowns,  T 

And  some  o’  them  had  breast-knots.  _ 

Singing,  hey  the  bonny,  etc.  T 

Atnine  o'clock  the  lads  convene,  .  .  ;■ 

Bwaa  Wad  in  bluey  some  dad  in  gneeu, (! 

Wv  aiming  buckles  .1 7  their  sheen, 

Ah$  flowers  upon  their  waistcoats* 

Out1  cam'  tlie  wives  a’  wi*  applause  ;  annm 

AiM  wish'd  the  lassie  ha£py  days,  nr** 

And  muckle  thought  they  o’  her  claes 
Especially  the  breast-knots; 

The  bride  yrm  young,  the  bride  was  fair 
Wi’  faultless form  an’  graceful  air. 

Her  looks  they  were  ’yond  a’  compare 
Whhri  she  put  to  the  breast-knots. 

Singing,  bey  the  bonny,  iO  the  bonny 
Hey  the  bonny  breAst?kaots. 

Blythe  and  merry  were  they  a’ 

When  they  put  on  the  breast-knots. 

________  *  .  {<  m 

I  DREAMT  OF  MARBLE  HALLS. 

Published  by  Chappell  and  Co.,  50,  New  Bond  J 
•  street.  •  ..  A 

I  dreamt  tjiat  I  dwelt  in  marble  halls,  i 

With  vassals  and  serfs  at  my  side. 

And  of  all  who  assembled  within  those  walls 
That  I  was  the  hope  and  the  pride,  J 

1  bad  riches  too  great  to  count— could  jj 

boast  J 

Of .  k  high'  anpestral  name, ;  ;  '  ’ { ,  ■ 

And  I  Also  dreamt,  which  charmed  me  most,  " 

That  you  lov’d  me  still  the  same*  { 

I  dneamt  th»t  suiters  besought  my  band,  J 

That  knights  upon  bended  knee,  *  5 

And  with  vowS}po  maiden  heart  could  wifti^  I 


nu  I  dreamt  that  one  of  the  noble  host, 
C»m*ibrth«y  Jumd1tod«m ; 
et  T  4&0  dreamt^  which  charmed  me  most, 
ThM  you  tend  amstttl  the  shwlfe.  - 


I  PASS’D  THE  POOR  MAH’S  DO&R. 

!  JLdMrotWite  baited bjr Peur  FHnU 
/ 1  t  •A»ST’‘<te!ltt*MoUwr  ®"%"  ■  ■  [ 

I  paw’d  into  $e  poor  man’s  home, 

, *  T*dn$o rmJrn kJeltby& dying 4iWf 
And  breathed  to  heaveii  a  pray 6*. '  *n 

mt  ll.l  MIO  Wanki4 


That  they  pledged  tbeir  faith  to  me. 


Cksp’d  to  the  mother’s  milkless  brettst, 
’Mid  fearful  accents  wild: 

Death  came  and,  sealed  the  sofy  blue  eyes 
Of  thnpoor  man’s  starving  chilli. 

Tbe  poor  man’s  starving  child,  fa** 

With  tears  she  ipd  the  dying  babe 

She  kissed  the  cold  sweM  from  its  brow. 

Its  spirit  now  is  fled,  xi  l  A 

To  the  glorious  4Ahd  of liberty*  v  ■  uk# 
Where  tynmts?ne>r  defiled;  \ 

There  God  hath  taken  to  his  rest, 

The  poor'man’fe  starving  child. 

\  '»  The  poor  man’s  starving  child. &c. 

*.  •  •  ;r;0  ./iTJ.'f 

SON^G. 

Sung  by  Paul  Bedford,  in  **Claris3e,  er  tke  Mei** 
chant's  Daughter.” 

Who  po  happy  as  we,  boys. 

Life  for  us  gives  alf  its  joyfr1— 

And,  to  my  poor  thinking. 

Its  joys  are  fill  m  drinking, 

Fpr.good  wine’s  a  jolly  soul. 

Fib,  fiM  up  your  glasses. 

Toast  and  kiss  the  lasses, 

Hip,  hip,  huzza  !— hip,  hip,  huzza  l 
Bumpers,  lads— blaze  away. 

The  miser  he  lives  by  crying — 

The  lover  fondly  sighing —  . 

A  fig  for  all  tbeir  dying, 

.Good  drink  there's  no  denying 
Is  a  hearty  jolly  soul. 

Fill,  fill  up  yourglasses, 

Toast  and  kiss  the  lasses. 

Hip,  IpPi  huzza  !— hip,  hip,  huzza  I 
Bumpers,  lads— blaze  away. 

Sweet  beauty  fond  caressing, 

Their  cherry  lips  now  pressing,  *  7 
*  Transports  njl  the  soul ;  '  ; 

Y et  ill  thesd  joys  cohfesSing, 

Still  give  me  the bowl. 

Fill,  fill  up  your  glasses,  < 

Toast  and  kiss  the  lasses, 

-  Hip,  bip, huzza ! — hip,  kip, huzza! 

■ 1  Bumpers  lads^blaue  away.  ;V 

»•••'  *1  •'  lit.).;;*  /.  .<  } 


Wtriu  r«Uishe4  ky  W.  I.  Ckrk,  l»h  1*  tfce  1«m  17,  Wwwfck- 

i  oft,  jo  .0  1  !  i  '*«.U^  i  •  T  f*i  Ifi* 

mvtm  eM&Wyu  ,^y|:^OT 

Now  pobUriting,  No.  l.  prioe  Q^t't^nay  Cwith  wtfto  are^taented  Number* 
2, 3, 'sad  4,)  of  s  Nmt  Romance  of  extraordinary  Intere»t,  entitled;  v- 

DE  LI8t,&;n»*,  WRECKED  STRANGER. 

Being  *  SequeKto  the  “  RUINED  COTTAGE,”  byHANX-UiMARtA  Jokes- 

•  ■  -m  *<irr-k*  1MS\Tmr  ■  •'•  f"  " 


